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FAREWELL  ye  Naiads  who  your  treffes  lave 
Where  Ifis  rolls  her  unpolluted  wave : 

Far  off  to  regions  unexplor’d  I fly. 

To  favage  nations  and  a frozen  Iky ; 

Where  the  Laurentian  ftream  his  copious  ftores 
In  whitening  torrents  to  th’  Atlantic  pours  ; 
Where  never  echo  his  fteep  banks  along 
Heard  the  fweet  accents  of  a Mufe’s  fong ; 

But  flrouts  of  barb’rous  diffonance  refound. 

And  blood  of  warriors  bathes  the  reeking  ground. 

Long  time  the  bafhful  Mufe,  content  to  ftray 
Where  lift’ning  fwains  approv’d  her  Ample  lay. 
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By  art  untutor'd,  and  unknown  to  fame. 

Had  learnt  to  warble  only  Delia’s  name  ; 

Nor  from  her  filent  caves  and  grottos  led 
Had  dar'd  the  criinfon  fields  of  war  to  tread : 

New  ardors  now  her  throbbing  breaft  invade  ; 

For  themes  untried  ihe  quits  the  chequer'd  (hade ; 
Fierce  tranfport  bears  her  o’er  th'  embattled  plain. 
And  fofter  pleafures  call  her  back  in  vain. 

So,  from  the  toils  of  martial  fervice  freed. 

Thro’  fiow'ry  meadows  roves  the  warrior  deed  j 
Now  plunges  in  the  river’s  cryftal  tide. 

To  flake  his  third,  or  cool  his  glowing  fide  * 

Now  on  foft  herbage  rolls  in  wanton  play. 

And  lengthens  out  with  eafe  th’  inglorious  day: 
But  when  the  trumpet’s  piercing  clangor  founds. 
He  leaps  indignant  o'er  oppofing  mounds, 
Untafled  leaves  the  guding  rill  behind. 

And  flics  to  dime  impetuous  as  the  u iud. 
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Where  on  a cliff  Quebec’s  high  tow’rs  arife, 
Braving  with  warlike  fhew  the  neighb’ring  Ikies, 
Wolfe  all  the  various  arts  of  combat  tried. 

And  pour’d  his  thunders  on  its  rocky  fide  : 

But  though  unfhaken  hand  die  folid  walls. 

While  ceafelefs  die  refounding  tempeft  falls, 
Vi&orious  hopes  his  dauntlefs  breafl  infpire. 

Nor  danger  can  appal,  nor  labour  tire  5 
Armies  from  him  receive  the  gen’rous  rage. 

And  with  new  flrength  increafiug  toils  engage ; 
Where  through  die  ranks  he  turns  his  glowing  eyes. 
Again  th’  expiring  flames  of  batde  rile. 

Ere  die  ff ill  evening’s  dulky  fliades  prevail’d. 

Far  up  die  ftream  the  crowded  veffels  fail’d ; 

There  the  bold  Chief  unfolds  his  mighty  plan. 

And  martial  fury  fpreads  from  man  to  man ■, 

Till  on  her  fable  pinions  night  defcends. 

And  round  the  bands  her  friendly  veil  extends : 
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Then,  fwiftly  borne  by  the  retreating  tide, 
Unfeen  and  filent  o’er  the  waves  they  glide ; 

And  winding  cautious  near  the  hoftile  ihore. 

Its  treach’rous  flioals  and  op’ning  creeks  explore  j 
Till  tafely  the  appointed  ftrand  they  reach. 

And  l'pring  tumultuous  on  the  flipp’ry  beach. 

Where  riling  hills  the  wellern  tow'rs  inclofe. 
And  weak  of  fabric  the  low  bulwark  rofe  ; 
Where  France  had  trailed  no  advent'rous  foe 
Could  gain  the  mountain  lab'ring  from  below  j 
Planting  his  feet  againlt  its  lleepy  fide. 

Foremoll  prefs’d  Valour  on  with  daring  ftride  5 
Sage  Conduct,  Refolution  void  of  fear, 

And  Perfeverance  clos’d  th’  unlhaken  rear. 
Arduous  they  climb  ; and  where  die  dubious  way 
Perplex’d  with  brakes  and  twifting  branches  lay, 
Through  pathlefs  wilds  and  unfrequented  lhades 
Eager  though  flow  advance  die  bold  brigades  j 
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With  ceafelefs  toil  its  craggy  fide  afcend, 

And  their  thick  phalanx  o’er  the  plain  extend. 

Soon  from  th’  Atlantic  rofe  the  golden  day, 
DifpeH’d  the  gloom,  and  roll’d  the  mills  qway ; 

To  riling  winds  the  red-crofs  banners  ftreamy 
And  the  bright  arms  of  thronging  cohorts  gleam. 
The  fons  of  Gaul,  with  horror  in  their  eye. 
Through  fcatter’d  fogs  the  fudden  luftre  fpy ; 
Thefe  from  their  polls  in  wild  confufion  Hart ; 
Thefe  hafte  the*  fatal  tidings  to  impart  j 
The  favage  bands  awake  their  deathful  yell. 

And  the  loud  lhout  with  hideous  difcord  fwell. 
Yet,  ere  the  legions  to  clofe  combat  ran. 

Some  chofen  warriors  prefs’d  before  the  van  ; 
Where  treach’rous  Ihrubs  protedt  the  fecret  Hand, 
In  dreadful  ambulh  lurk  th’  inlidious  band  ; 

No  vulgar  deaths  attend  their  fatal  aim. 

But  warrior  chiefs,  the  fav’rite  fons  of  fame. 
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Wolfe  in  the  front  of  danger  led  the  way. 
And  with  ftem  pleafure  view’d  the  clofe  array : 
On  him  their  eyes  the  latent  warriors  bend. 

And  leaden  deaths  in  hilling  lhow’rs  defcend  ; 
His  manly  arm  receives  the  griily  wound, 

And  the  red  current  dreams  upon  the  ground : 
Yet  from  his  troops  the  prudent  Chief  conceal’d 
The  gulhing  tide,  and  ftrode  along  the  field. 

At  length  the  battle,  front  to  front  oppos’d, 

In  deeds  of  death  and  furious  onfet  clos’d  : 

Now  echoing  peals  of  mortal  thunder  roar, 

And  pitchy  volumes  cloud  the  combat  o’er ; 

Now  burfting  flames  the  wafte  of  war  difplay. 
And  for  a while  recall  the  gleam  of  day. 

So  when  thick  flaflies  of  the  northern  light 
With  flreamy  fparkles  gild  the  face  of  night. 
Sudden  the  blazing  corufcations  fly. 

Rile  the  bright  hills,  and  meet  th'  afionilhd  eye; 
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Sudden  the  momentary  profpe&s  fade, 

And  earth  lies  buried  in  furrounding  {hade. 

Mean  time  fair  Vict'ry  o’er  the  crimfon  plains 
Hov ’ring,  her  fcale  in  equal  poife  fuftains. 

Soon  as  to  Albion’s  fons  the  goddefs  flew. 

The  Gauls  retire,  the  viftor  troops  purfue ; 

In  black  defpair  recoils  the  fainting  band. 

Sunk  is  each  heart,  and  weaken’d  ev’ry  hand. 

But  while  the  Britifli  Chief  his  troops  led  on 
To  pluck  thofe  laurels  which  their  arms  had  won. 
Some  winged  fate  his  mighty  bofom  tore. 

And  low  to  earth  the  gallant  Warrior  bore. 

His  friends  with  pity  mark  his  parting  breath. 

And  paufe  fufpended  from  the  work  of  death. 

No  more  the  vanquifh’d  in  their  fcatter’d  rear 
His  well-known  voice,  infpiring  terrors,  hear  : 
Elate  with  joy  the  bleeding  Chief  they  view, 

And  the  long  labours  of  the  day  renew. 
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Now  their  defeated  hopes  the  Britons  mourn. 

And  from  their  gral'p  the  wreath  ofconqueft  torn  j 
Till  through  the  breaking  fquadrons  Townlhend  flies. 
Revenge  and  fury  lparkling  in  his  eyes  ; 

Fierce  over  llaughter’d  heroes  tow’rs  along, 

Collects  the  war,  and  tires  the  yielding  throng. 

Meanwhile  their  Chief  his  lad  afl'ociates  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a neighb'ring  lhade  ; 

Thence,  as  the  languine  torrent  ebb’d  away, 

He  flrove  die  feene  of  tumult  to  lui>cy  j 
Rous'd  by  tire  martial  thunder  of  the  field. 

By  fits  his  dim  expiring  eyes  unleal'd  j 
Then,  fick’ning  at  die  piercing  blaze  of  light. 

Turn'd  from  the  ranks  of  war  his  aching  fight : 

Yet,  fondly  anxious  for  his  country’s  fame. 

Long  as  the  vital  fpirit  feeds  its  flame. 

Oft  be  requires  of  each  attending  friend 
O’er  the  wide  plain  their  careful  view  to  fend. 
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And  mark  if  Gaul  the  conquering  bands  repell'd, 
Or  yet  their  flight  the  broken  legions  held. 

" Sweet  peace  be  thine,"  replied  the  warrior  train, 
“ In  this  fad  hour,  and  foften  ev’ry  pain ; 

“ For  lo  ! thy  Town  (bend  at  his  people’s  head 
“ Urges  tlie  rout,  and  conquers  in  thy  ftead, 

“ Refiftlefs  bids  the  tide  of  daughter  flow, 

“ Scatters  their  ranks,  and  lays  their  heroes  low." 
To  whom  the  Chief ; “ I die,  fince  this  is  giv’n, 

“ Content,  and  atk  no  other  boon  of  heav’n.’’ 

He  could  no  more ; th’  unfinilh’d  accents  hung 
In  founds  imperfeft  on  his  falt’ring  tongue  ; 

His  mighty  fpirit  fled,  and  mix’d  with  wind  ; 

Yet  virtue  left  a confcions  fmile  behind. 

Nor  longer  now  the  bloody  (laughter  rag’d 
With  diftant  thunders : man  with  man  engag’d  : 
Thofe  who  from  Caledonian  hills  defcend. 

Where  tow’ring  cliffs  their  rugged  arms  extend, 

$ 
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(Stem  Tons  of  havoc,  pra&is’d  to  obey 
The  various  calls  of  ev’ry  dreadful  day ; 

Now  in  clofe  order  and  collected  might 
To  wait  the  tumult  of  advancing  fight; 

Now  fearlefs  the  divided  lines  expand. 

Ravage  at  large,  and  mingle  hand  to  hand  !) 

With  piercing  cries  the  hollile  files  invade. 

And  lhake  aloft  in  air  the  malfy  blade  : 

Where’er  their  falchions  heap  the  daughter  round. 
Crowds  roll'd  on  crowds  beftrew  the  loaded  ground ; 
While  milling  to  the  front  with  equal  fpeed. 

Their  brave  companions  of  the  war  fucceed. 

With  defp'rate  anguiih  torn  and  glowing  (liame, 
That  ill  fuccelTes  blaft  his  ancient  fame. 

Moncalm,  in  vain  exerting  ev’ry  art. 

Performs  a leader’s  and  a warrior’s  part : 

But  now  no  more  his  keen  reproach  controuls 
The  coward  terrors  that  unman  their  fouls : 
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No  fenfe  of  glory  fires  the  vet’ran’s  breaft. 

With  horror  chill'd,  and  heav’n-bred  awe  depreft. 
As,  where  his  fquadrons  urg’d  their  courfe  along. 
Raging  he  travers’d  the  diforder’d  throng. 

Some  Britilh  falchion  fped  the  deathful  wound. 
And  hew’d  th’  indignant  chieftain  to  the  ground  j 
Wedg’d  in  the  rout  the  gafping  hero  lay. 

And  with  faint  murmur  figh’d  his  foul  away. 

To  fwifter  flight  the  Gallic  legions  yield. 

And  trembling  quit  the  long  contefted  field ; 

Part  haften  to  the  ftream  whofe  waves  contain 
Th’  extenfive  limits  of  the  fatal  plain  j 
Part  to  the  bulwarks,  from  whofe  lofty  height 
Their  friends  defponding  view  th’  unequal  fight. 

Soon  as  the  morrow’s  fun  with  genial  ray 
To  the  bleak  climate  gave  returning  day. 

The  vigor’s  mercy  Gallia’s  fons  implore. 

And  trufl  the  fickle  chance  of  war  no  more  $ 
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Their  ample  gates  unfold;  along  the  Brand 
In  filcnt  forrmv  moves  the  vanquifh’d  band  ; 
While,  flufh'd  with  triumph,  and  of  conqueft  vain. 
Pours  tow’rd  the  captive  walls  the  Britifli  train. 

Thus  from  their  toil  the  glorious  heroes  reft. 
And  peaceful  rapture  fwells  in  ev’ry  breaft ; 

Save  that  as  oft  the  glowing  tale  they  tell 
Of  fuch  as  bravely  fought,  or  greatly  fell, 

Wolfe’s  early  fate  their  penfive  mind  employs, 
And  manly  forrows  check  their  riling  joys. 

Illuftrious  (hade  ! if  artlefs  hands  like  mine 
Could  for  an  hero’s  urn  the  chaplet  twine. 

The  Mufe  for  thee  ftiould  cull  each  op’ning  bloom. 
And  with  unfading  garlands  deck  thy  tomb  : 

For  oh  ! what  youth,  whofe  rev’rent  feet  are  led 
To  thofe  fad  manlions  of  the  mighty  dead. 

Where  martial  trophies  in  rich  fculpture  fliow 
The  facred  allies  that  repofe  below. 
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But,  kindling  at  the  view,  for  glory  burns. 

As  on  thy  name  his  fparkling  eyes  he  turns  ? 

Ages  to  come  lhall  thy  great  ftory  hear. 

And  pay  the  pious  tribute  of  a tear; 

Thy  wond’rous  deeds  lhall  vet'ran  fires  recite. 

Thy  prudence  in  debate,  thy  toils  in  fight; 

And  ev’ry  warrior  to  the  tale  reply, 

“ Be  mine  like  him  to  conquer,  and  to  die.” 

MIDDLETON  HOWARD, 

Wadham  College. 
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YE  fouls  illuftrious,  who  in  days  of  yore 
With  peerlefs  might  the  Britilh  target  bore  ; 
Who,  clad  in  wolf-lkin,  from  the  fcythed  car 
Frown’d  on  the  iron  brow  of  mailed  war ; 

Who  dar’d  your  rudely-painted  limbs  oppofe 
To  Chalybean  fteel  and  Roman  foes  : 

And  ye  of  later  age,  though  not  lefs  fame. 

In  tilt  and  tournament,  the  princely  game 
Of  Arthur's  barons,  wont,  by  hardieft  fport. 

To  claim  the  faireft  guerdon  of  the  court ; 

Say,  holy  Shades,  did  e’er  your  gen’rous  blood 
Roll  through  your  faithful  fons  in  nobler  flood. 
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Than  late,  when  George  bade  gird  on  ev'ry  thigh 
The  myrtle-braided  l’word  of  Liberty  a? 

Say,  when  the  high-born  Druid’s  magic  ftrain 
Rous'd,  on  old  Mona's  top,  a female  train 
To  madnefs,  and  with  more  than  mortal  rage 
Bade  them,  like  furies,  in  the  fight  engage  j 
Frantic  when  each  unbound  her  bridling  hair, 

And  fhook  a flaming  torch,  and  yell’d  in  wild  defpairj 
Or  when,  in  Crefly’s  plain,  the  fable  might 
Of  Edward  dar’d  four  monarchs  to  the  fight ; 

Say,  holy  Shades,  did  patriotic  heat 
In  your  big  hearts  with  quicker  tranfport  beat 
Than  in  your  Sons,  when  forth  like  florins  they  pour’d, 
In  Freedom’s  caufe,  the  fury  of  the  l'word  ; 

Who  rul’d  the  main,  or  gallant  armies  led. 

With  Hawke  who  conquer’d,  or  with  Wolfe  who 
bled? 

a Vide  'Aofidi*  ftO.ts. 
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Poor  is  his  triumph,  and  difgrac’d  his  name. 

Who  draws  the  fword  for  empire,  wealth,  or  fame : 
For  him  though  wealth  be  blown  on  ev’ry  wind. 
Though  Fame  announce  him  mightieft  of  mankind. 
Though  twice  ten  nations  crouch  beneath  his  blade. 
Virtue  difowns  him,  and  his  glories  fade  : 

For  him  no  pray’rs  are  pour’d,  no  paeans  fung. 

No  bleffings  chaunted  from  a nation’s  tongue  : 
Blood  marks  the  path  to  his  untimely  bier ; 

The  curie  of  widows,  and  the  orphan’s  tear. 

Cry  to  high  Heav’n  for  vengeance  on  his  head  : 
Alive  detefted,  and  accurft  when  dead. 

Indignant  of  his  deeds,  tire  Mufe  who  lings 
Th’  undaunted  truth,  and  l'corns  to  flatter  kings. 
Shall  Ihew  the  Monitor  in  his  hideous  form. 

And  mark  him  as  an  earthquake,  or  a ftorm. 

Not  fo  the  patriot  Chief,  who  dar’d  withfiand 
The  bafe  invader  of  his  native  land  j 
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Who  made  her  weal  his  nobleft,  only  end  ; 

Rul’d,  but  to  ferve  her  j fought,  but  to  defend; 

“ Her  voice  in  council,  and  in  war  her  fword  ; 

“ Lov'd  as  her  father,  as  her  God  ador’d 
Who,  firmly  virtuous,  and  feverely  brave. 

Sunk  with  the  freedom  that  he  could  not  fave  ! 

On  worth  like  his  the  Mufe  delights  to  wait. 

Reveres  alike  in  triumph  or  defeat ; 

Crowns  with  true  glory,  and  with  fpotlefs  fame. 

And  honours  Paoli’s  more  than  Frederick’s  name. 

Here  let  the  Mufe  withdraw  the  blood-liain’d  veil. 
And  fiiew  the  boldeft  fon  of  public  zeal : 

Lo ! Sydnet,  bending  o’er  the  block  ! his  mien. 
His  voice,  his  hand,  unlhaken,  clear,  ferene : 

Yet  no  diffufe  harangue,  declaim’d  aloud. 

To  gain  the  plaudit  of  a wayward  crowd ; 

No  fpecious  vaunt  death's  terrors  to  defy. 

Still  death  delaying,  as  afraid  to  die ; 
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But  fternly  filent  down  he  bow’d,  and  prov’d 
A calm,  firm  martyr  to  the  caufe  he  lov’d. 
Unconquer’d  patriot ! form’d  by  ancient  lore 
The  love  of  ancient  freedom  to  re  ft  ore  ; 

Who  nobly  adted  what  he  boldly  thought. 

And  feal’d,  by  death,  the  leflon  that  he  taught, 
Dear  is  the  tye,  that  links  the  anxious  fire 
To  the  fond  babe  that  prattles  round  his  fire  ; 
Dear  is  the  love,  that  prompts  the  grateful  youth 

t \ 

His  fire’s  fond  cares  and  drooping  age  to  footh  : 
Dear  is  the  brother,  After,  hufband,  wife  ; 

Dear  all  the  charities  of  focial  life  : 

Nor  wants  firm  friendlhip  holy  wreaths  to  bind 
In  mutual  fympathy  the  faithful  mind : 

But  not  th’  endearing  fprings  that  fondly  move 
To  filial  duty,  or  parental  love  ; 

Not  all  the  ties  that  kindred  bofoms  bind. 

Nor  all  in  friendlhip's  holy  wreaths  entwin’d. 
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Are  half  fo  dear,  fo  potent  to  eontroul 
The  gen’rous  workings  of  the  patriot  foul. 

As  is  that  holy  voice,  that  cancels  all 
Thefe  ties,  that  bids  him  for  his  country  fall. 

At  this  high  fummons,  with  undaunted  zeal 
He  bares  his  bread,  invites  th’  impending  fteel. 
Smiles  at  the  hand  that  deals  the  fatal  blow. 

Nor  heaves  one  (igh  for  all  he  leaves  below. 

Nor  yet  doth  Glory,  though  her  port  be  bold. 
Her  afpeft  radiant,  and  her  trefles  gold, 

Guide  through  the  walks  of  death  alone  her  car. 

Attendant  only  on  the  din  of  war 

She  ne'er  difdains  the  gentle  vale  of  Peace, 

Or  olive  (hades  of  philofophic  eafe. 

More  pleas’d  on  Ilis’  lilent  marge  to  roam. 

Than  bear  in  pomp  the  fpoil  of  battles  home. 

To  read,  with  Newton's  ken,  the  ftarry  Iky, 
And  God  the  fame  in  all  his  orbs  defcry ; 
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To  lead  forth  Merit  from  her  humble  fhade. 

Extend  to  rifing  Arts  a patron’s  aid  5 
Build  the  nice  ftrudture  of  the  gen’rous  Law, 

That  holds  the  freeborn  foul  in  willing  awe ; 

To  fwell  the  fail  of  Trade,  the  barren  plain 
To  bid  with  fruitage  bluili,  and  wave  with  grain  ; 
O’er  pale  Misfortune  drop,  with  anxious  figh. 

Pity’s  mild  balm,  and  wipe  Affliction's  eye  ; 

Thefe,  thele  are  deeds  Britannia  mult  approve. 

Mult  nurfe  their  growth  with  all  a parent’s  love ; 
Thefe  are  the  deeds  that  public  Virtue  owns. 

And,  juft  to  public  virtue.  Glory  crowns. 

CHRISTOPHER  BUTSON, 

New  College. 
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LONG  had  bewail’d  Arabia’s  haplefs  fwains 
Their  groves  deferted,  and  uncultur’d  plains  : 
Thofe  happy  plains  where  Nature  ever  gay 
Proclaim’d  the  prefence  of  perpetual  May, 
Where,  in  her  choiceft  treafures  bright  array’d. 
Luxuriant  Nature  ev’ry  charm  difplay’d. 

With  giant  ftrides  a ghaftly  Plague a o’erfpread. 
And  breath’d  deftruftion  on  each  fated  head ; 
His  motley  front  uprear’d  the  deadly  Peft, 
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And  lliook  with  lavage  pride  his  purpled  creft  : 

The  (torching  lands  of  Afric  gave  him  birtli, 

Thence  (prang  ihe  Fiend,  and  ficourg’d  th’  alfli&ed 
eartli : 

Fiend  fierce  as  this  ne’er  faw  aftonilh’d  time 
Creep  from  old  Nilus’  monfter-teeming  dime; 

Each  vale  now  felt  the  deadly  tyrant's  force. 

Nor  tears  nor  vows  could  (lop  his  dellin'd  courfe  : 

In  vain  was  lung  the  mighty  Prophet’s  name, 

To  Mecca’s  hallow'd  walls  the  Monfier  came; 

E'en  in  the  facred  temple’s  inmolt  cell. 

Check’d  in  raid  pray’r,  the  pious  pilgrim  fell ; 

Nor  could  Medina's  fabled  tomb  withfiand 
The  baleful  vengeance  of  his  death-fraught  hand. 

Thole  balmy  gales  that  whilom  could  difpenfe 
A thoufand  odours  to  the  ravilh’d  lenl'e. 

With  fragrant  coolnefs  pleafing  now  no  more. 
Spread  through  the  tainted  iky  their  deadly  (lore  : 
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With  anxious  fear  the  fainting  mother  prefs’d 
The  finding  infant  to  her  venom’d  bread ; 

The  fmiling  babe,  unconfcious  of  his  fate. 

Imbib’d  with  greedy  joy  the  baneful  treat : 

Oft  as  the  fwain  beneath  the  citron  (hade 
Pour’d  his  foft  paflion  to  the  lift’ning  maid, 
Infe£tion’s  poifon  hung  on  ev’ry  breath. 

And  each  perfuafive  figh  was  charg’d  with  death. 

Blind  Superftition  with  the  Fiend  confpir’d. 
Increas’d  his  conquefts,  and  his  fury  fir’d ; 

" My  fons,”  fhe  cried,  “ with  patient  boldnefs  wait 

“ The  fix’d  predefin'd  laws  of  rigid  fate  j 

,(  Nor  Heav’n’s  juft  vengeance  to  oppofe  prefume, 

“ But  each  with  filent  rev’rence  meet  his  doom.” 

Thus,  drunk  with  conqueft,  larger  fill  he  grew. 
And  gather’d  tenfold  fury  as  he  flew : 

Arm’d  with  the  fhafts  of  fate,  in  ireful  mood 
He  pafs’d  Euphrates’  far-refounding  flood  j 
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FYom  Schiraz'  walls  to  fnow-clad  Taurus’  height 
Defpomling  Perfia  groan’d  beneath  his  weight ; 

In  vain  to  Heav’n  her  facred  flames  afcend. 

On  with  refililefs  fliry  rufh’d  the  Fiend  ; 

In  vain  was  Mithraz  call’d  his  wratli  to  Tuage, 
The  blazing  God  increas'd  the  Monfler’s  rage. 

As  when  his  empire  fultry  Cancer  gains 
The  fcorching  whirlwinds  fcour  along  the  plains. 
The  (lately  tamarilk  and  graceful  pine 
Shrink  from  the  blaft,  and  all  their  charms  relign, 
The  bright  anana’s  gaudy  bloom  is  fled. 

The  fick’ning  orange  bows  her  languid  head  ; 

So  fpread  deftru&ion  at  the  Tyrant’s  nod. 

And  beauty’s  bloflom  wither'd  where  he  trod  5 
The  God  of  Love  in  lilent  anguifh  broke 
His  blunted  arrows  and  his  ufelefs  yoke  ; 

Aflde  for  grief  he  flung  his  loofen’d  bow. 

And  trembling  fled  before  th’  impetuous  foe. 
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Cloy’d  with  the  lufcious  banquets  of  the  Eaft, 

In  Europe’s  climes  he  fought  a nobler  feaft  j 
Here  as  he  relied  on  the  fea-girt  fliore. 

To  plan  frelh  conquells  and  new  coalls  explore. 
From  ocean’s  waves  he  faw  Britannia  rife  j 
Her  beauteous  luflre  liruck  his  ravilh’d  eyes  : 

Pleas’d  with  a fmile  he  view’d  thofe  heav’nly  fpoils, 
The  laft,  bell  guerdon  of  his  favage  toils. — 

He  came — and  rapine  mark’d  the  Monller’s  way. 
Sad  was  the  fcene,  for  beauty  was  the  prey. 

Remorfelefs  Tyrant ! fee  that  alter’d  face. 

Which  beam’d  erewhile  with  each  celellial  grace. 
With  gloomy  frowns  and  furrow’d  feams  o’erfpread  , 
And  ev’ry  fmile  and  ev’ry  charm  is  fled  ! 

Thole  beauteous  eyes,  wliofe  foul-diffolving  fires 
Rais’d  in  th’  enraptur’d  fwain  love’s  foft  delires. 
Now  he  beholds  obfcur’d  in  putrid  night. 

And  turns  with  deep-felt  horror  from  tire  fight. 

c 4 
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From  bleak  Plinlimmon’s  liar-encircled  brow 
With  grief  Britannia  view'd  her  country’s  woe  ; 

Her  fea-green  robes  llie  tore  and  faded  crown. 

And  call  in  rage  her  oaken  fceptre  down  ; 

“ Are  tliefe  the  bled  and  envied  plains,"  the  cried, 

" Where  Mirth  and  Pleafure  ever  yotuig  prefide  ? 

“ Hulh'd  are  thofe  founds  that  warbled  tlirough  the 
“ grove 

“ The  artlels  drains  of  Liberty  and  Love, 

“ Now  chang'd  to  frantic  notes  of  wild  defpair, 

“ Which  fill  with  piercing  flirieks  th’  atfrighted  air! 
“ Alt!  lucklefsifle!  to  whom  too-bounteous  Heav’n 
“ Its  fweeted  dores  and  choiccft  boon  has  giv’n, 

" Which,  like  tlie  blufliing  vi’let’s  rich  perfume, 

“ But  tempt  fome  ruffian  hand  to  fpoil  their  bloom.” 
Thus  in  foft  drains  complain’d  the  forrowing  queen. 
And  view’d  with  tear-fwoln  eyes  the  mournful  fcenej 
When,  pierc’d  with  grief  at  fad  Britannia’s  woes, 
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Her  country’s  guardian  Montague  b arofe ; 

Pure  patriot  zeal  her  ev’ry  thought  infpir’d. 

Glow’d  on  her  cheek,  and  all  her  bofom  fir’d. 

She  faw  the  Tyrant  rage  without  controul. 

While  juft  revenge  inflam’d  her  gen’rous  foul ; 

Full  well  flie  knew,  when  beauty’s  charms  decay’d, 
Britannia’s  drooping  laurels  foon  would  fade : 

Pierc’d  with  deep  anguifh  at  th’  alflidtive  thought. 
And  whelm’d  with  lhame,  a hcav’n-taught  nymph  c 
flie  fought, 

Whofe  potent  arm,  with  wondrous  power  endu’d. 
Had  oft  on  Turkey’s  plains  the  Fiend  fubdu’d. 
Obedient  to  her  pray’r  tlie  willing  Maid 
In  pity  came  to  fad  Britannia’s  aid  : 

“ Weep  not,”  flie  cried,  “ ’tis  mine  with  foothing 
“ balm 

“ The  Fiend  to  foften,  and  his  fury  calm  j 

b Lady  M.  Wortley  Montague.  c Inoculation. 
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“ See  ! where  I fly  the  dreaded  foe  to  meet, 

“ And  lay  the  vanquilh'd  Tyrant  at  my  feet  : 

" Soon  (hall  his  wings  the  bird  of  peace  expand, 

“ And  joys  long  loll  lhall  blefs  die  finding  land ; 

" Again  lhall  Health  and  Mirth  united  rove, 

" Again  lhall  Beauty  light  the  torch  of  Love.” 

She  lpake,  and  quickly  through  the  yielding  air 
Swift  as  a meteor  lhot  the  lovely  Fair; 

Through  the  fad  plains  her  triendly  courl'e  the  fped, " 
Then  fraught  with  mighty  pow’r  her  arm  outfpread. 
And  thrice  lhe  wav’d  it  o’er  the  Monitor’s  head : . 
He  felt  its  force ; and,  ltruck  with  fudden  fear. 
Feeble  he  halted  in  his  fierce  career. 

With  haggard  eye  the  virgin  form  furvey'd. 

And  in  mid  air  his  lifted  fabre  flay’d  ; 

Weak  and  more  weak  the  confcious  Demon  grew. 
His  tow’ring  bulk  con t rafted  to  the  view. — 

Thus  as  of  old  in  Merlin’s  magic  reign. 
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When  mighty  Paynims  ravag’d  ev’ry  plain. 

Haply  fubdu’d  by  fome  fuperior  charm. 

The  pond'rous  club  forfook  their  weaken’d  arm  ; 
Through  tlieir  chill’d  veins  a fhiv’ring  horror  ran. 
And  the  ftern  giant  fhrunk  into  the  man. 

<f  Henceforth,  fall’n  Tyrant !”  cries  the  Nymph  ; 
“ no  more 

“ Hope  tliat  juft  Heav’n  will  tliy  loft  pow’r  reftore; 
“ Let  now  no  more  thy  touch  profane  defile 
<f  The  facred  beauties  of  Britannia’s  ifle  : 

“ By  me  protected  fhall  they  now  deride 
“ Thy  baffled  fury  and  thy  vanquilh’d  pride ; 

“ Sacred  to  me,  near  Thames’s  level  mead, 

“ A beauteous  Temple  d rears  its  rev’rend  head ; 

There  meek  Benevolence  before  the  gate, 

“ And  foft-ey’d  Pity,  lovely  lifters,  wait ; 

“ With  open  arms  the  facred  virgins  liand. 
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“ To  fhield  the  victim  from  thy  ruthlefs  hand. 

“ Fly  then,  curs’d  Exile  ! to  forne  defert  coaft, 

“ There  wail  thine  honours,  and  thine  empire  loft 
" For  now,  fecur’d  by  ev’ry  power  divine, 

" Britannia  miftrefs  of  the  world  ftiall  lliine, 

“ With  joy  and  viftory  for  ever  crown’d, 

“ Alike  for  beauty,  as  for  arms  renown’ d.” 

WILLIAM  LIPSCOMB, 


Corpus  Christi  College. 


THE 


ABORIGINAL  BRITONS 

A PRIZE  POEM, 

RECITED 

IN  THE  THEATRE,  OXFORD, 


IN  THE  YEAH  MDCCXCI. 


— Genus  humanum  multo  fuit  illud  in  arvis 
Durius.  Lucret. 

Quae 

Defpeiat  trafilata  nitefccre  pofle,  relinquit.  Hor. 


SUBJECT. 
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influence  in  the  prefent  civilized  ftate  of  manners,  as  producing 
public  fecurity,  giving  rife  to  public  works,  and  calling  forth 
the  powers  of  the  mind. 


THE 


ABORIGINAL  BRITONS. 


Ye  fons  of  Albion,  who  with  venturous  fails 
In  diftant  oceans  caught  Antarctic  gales ; 

Dar’d  with  bold  prow  the  boifterous  main  explore. 
Where  never  keel  had  plow’d  the  wave  before ; 

Saw  ftars  unnam’d  illumine  otlier  Ikies, 

Which  ne’er  had  lhone  on  European  eyes  ; 

View’d  on  the  coaft  the  wondering  favage  ftand. 
Unclad,  and  ffefh  from  his  Creator’s  hand  ; 

While  woods  and  tangling  brakes,  where  wild  he  ran. 
Bore  a rough  femblance  of  primeval  man  : — 

A form  like  this,  illuftrious  fouls,  of  yore 
Your  own  Britannia’s  fea-girt  iiland  wore: 
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Ere  Danifh  lances  blufh’d  with  /Ella’s  blood  ; 

Or  blue-ey’d  Saxons  fail’d  on  Medway’s  flood  ; 

Or  Dover's  towering  clitf  from  high  deferied 
C* far’s  bold  barks,  which  demin’d  a deep  untried. 

Through  fleecy  clouds  the  balmy  l'pring-tide  fmil’d  j 
But  all  its  fweels  were  walled  on  a wild ; 

In  vain  mild  Autumn  lhone  with  mellowing  gleam; 
No  bending  fruitage  bluth'd  beneath  its  beam. 

Rudely  o'erfpread  with  fhadowy  forefts  lay 
Wide  tracklefs  wafles,  that  never  law  the  day : 

Rich  fruitful  plains,  now  waving  deep  with  corn. 
Frown'd  rough  and  lhaggy  with  the  tangled  thorn : 
Through  joylefs  heaths,  and  valleys  dark  with  woods, 
Majeltic  rivers  roll'd  their  ufelefs  floods  : 

Full  oft  the  hunter  check’d  his  ardent  chace. 
Dreading  the  latent  bog  and  green  morafs  : 

While,  like  a blafting  mildew,  wide  were  fpread 
Blue  thickening  mills  in  flagnant  marfhes  bred. 
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O’er  fcenes  thus  wild  adventurous  Caefar  ft  ray’d. 

And  joylefs  view'd  the  conquefts  he  had  made ; 

And  blefs’d  Italia’s  happier  plains  and  Ikies, 

Through  pureft  air  where  yellow  olives  rife; 

From  elm  to  elm  where  ftretching  tendrils  twine. 
Bending  with  clufters  of  the  purple  vine  : 

While,  fpread  o’er  funny  hill  and  verdant  wood. 
Stray  the  white  flocks,  which  drink  Clitumnus’  flood. 

Rude  as  the  wilds  around  his  fylvan  home 
In  favage  grandeur  fee  the  Briton  roam. 

Bare- were  his  limbs,  and  llrung  with  toil  and  cold. 
By  untam’d  nature  call;  in  giant-mould. 

O'er  his  broad  brawny  fhoulders  lopfely  flung 
Shaggy  and  long  his  yellow  ringlets  hung. 

His  waift  an  iron-belted  falchion  bore, 

Mally,  and  purpled  deep  with  human  gore  : 

His  fcarr  d and  rudely-painted  limbs  around 
Fantaftic  horror-flriking  figures  frown’d. 
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Which,  monlier-like,  ev'n  to  the  coniines  ran 
Of  nature's  work,  and  left  him  hardly  man. 

H is  knitted  brows  and  rolling  eyes  impart 
A direful  image  of  his  ruthlefs  heart  , 

Where  war  and  human  bloodlhed  blooding  lie, 

Like  thunders  lowering  in  a gloomy  iky. 

But  you,  illuArious  Fair  Ones  -1,  wont  to  brave 
Helvellin’s  ltorms,  and  fport  in  Darwenl’s  wave. 

To  your  high  worth  fubmifs  the  lavage  Rood, 

As  Gambia's  lions  reverence  princely  blood. 

He  made  no  rubied  lip  nor  lparkling  eye 

The  Airine  and  god  of  his  idolatry  ; 

«* 

1 Inefle  enim  fanftum  quid  ct  providum  fceminis  putant. 
Tac.  de  moribus  Germ.  "Amm  ykf  rni  innimifittims  if %tiyif 
tUrrxi  rit  yvtx?Kaf.  Strabo  lib.  vii.  What  is  faid  of  the  an- 
cient German  women  is  applied  by  Mr.  Mafon,  and  our  early 
hiftorians,  to  our  countrywomen  of  earlier  ages.  The  impor. 
tant  offices,  which  they  filled  in  the  government,  fo  unufual . 
in  the  favage  flate,  fully  juflify  this  application. 
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But,  proudly  bending  to  a juft  controul. 

Bow’d  in  obeifance  to  the  female  foul  ; 

And  deem’d,  fome  effluence  of  th’  Omnifcient  mind 
In  woman’s  beauteous  image  lay  enftirin’d  3 
With  infpiration  on  her  bofom  hung. 

And  flow’d  in  heav’nly  wifdom  from  her  tongue. 
Fam’d  among  warrior-chiefs  the  crown  fhe  wore ; 

At  freedom’s  call  the  gory  falchion  bore  ; 

Rul’d  the  triumphant  car  3 and  rank’d  in  fame 
Bonduca’s  with  Cara&acus’s  name. 

No  tender  virgin  heard  th’  impafflon’d  youth 
Breathe  his  warm  vows,  and  fwear  eternal  truth  : 

No  lire,  encircled  by  a blooming  race, 

View’d  his  own  features  in  his  infant’s  face  : 

The  favage  knew  not  wedlock’s  chafter  rite  b} 


b Uxores  habent  deni  duodenique  inter  I'e  communes. 

Si  qui  funt  ex  his  nati,  eorum  habentur  liberi,  a quibus  pri. 
mum  virgines  quaeque  duflae  funt.  Carfar  De  Bello  Gallico, 
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The  torch  of  Hymen  pour’d  a common  light ; 

As  paflion  fir’d,  the  lawlefs  pair  were  blefs'd ; 

And  babes  unfather’d  hung  upon  the  breaft. 

Such  was  tl>e  race,  who  drank  the  light  of  day. 
When  loft  in  weftcrn  waves  Britannia  lay. 

Content  they  wander’d  o'er  their  heaths  and  moors. 
Nor  thought  that  ocean  roll’d  round  other  lhores. 
Viewing  the  fires,  that  blaz'd  around  their  ikies,. 
Mid  the  wide  world  of  waters  let  and  rife, 

4 

They  vainly  deem’d  the  twinkling  orbs  of  light 
For  them  alone  illum'd  the  vault  of  night ; 

For  them  alone  the  golden  lamp  of  day 
Held  its  bright  progrei's  through  the  heav'n’s  high 
way. 

When  the  chill  breeze  of  morning  overhead 
Wav'd  the  dark  boughs,  that  roof'd  his  fylvan  bed. 
Up  the  light  Briton  fprung — to  chafe  the  deer 
Through  Humber’s  vales,  or  heathy  Cheviot  drear. 
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Languid  at  noon  his  fainting  limbs  he  caft 
On  the  warm  bank,  and  fought  his  coarfe  repaft. 
With  acorns,  fhaken  from  the  neighbouring  oak. 

Or  faplefs  bark  c,  that  from  the  trunk  he  broke. 

His  meal  he  made ; and  in  the  cavern ’d  dell 
Drank  the  hoarfe  wave,  that  down  the  rough  rocks 
fell. 

At  eve,  retracing  flow  his  morning  road, 

With  wearied  feet  he  gain’d  his  wild  abode. 

No  city  rofe  with  fpires  and  turrets  crown’d ; 

No  iron  war  from  rocky  ramparts  frown’d  : 

But  plain  and  Ample,  in  the  fhadowy  wood. 

The  fliapelefs,  rude-conflruded  hamlets  flood  : 

Oer  the  deep  trench  an  earthy  mound  arole. 

To  guard  the  fylvan  town  from  beafls  and  foes. 

The  crackling  fire,  beneath  the  hawthorn  fhade, 

c Dio  Nicaeus  fays,  that  the  Britons  in  the  woods  would  life 
Upon  roots  or  bark  of  trees. 

D 3 
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With  cheerful  blaze  illum'd  the  darkfome  glade. 
Ofttimes  beneath  the  (heltering  oak  was  fpread 
With  leaves  and  fpoils  of  beads  the  rudic  bed  : 

In  open  Iky  he  refls  his  head,  and  fees 

The  liars,  that  twinkle  through  the  waving  trees. 

On  his  bare  bread  the  chilling  dews  defeend ; 

His  yellow  locks  the  midnight  tempetls  rend  j 
Around,  the  empty  wolf  in  hunger  prowls, 

And  lliakes  the  lonely  foreft  with  his  howls : 

Yet  health  and  toil  weigh  down  the  fenle,  and  deep 
His  wearied  aching  limbs  in  balmy  lleep  ; 

Till  the  pale  twilight  opes  the  glimmering  glades, 
And  flowly  gains  upon  the  mid-wood  fhades. 

But  ah  1 unwelcome  role  the  peaceful  mom 
On  Albion’s  fons,  for  war  and  glory  bom. 

Lo  ! how  Britannia’s  woods  and  hills  refound 
With  martial  yells,  and  blaze  with  arms  around  1 
War  is  their  fport : at  day-fpring  forth  they  go. 
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With  fpear  and  fliield,  and  find  or  make  a foe  j 
Join  the  wild  fight  j and  with  the  fetting  fun 
Bear  home  their  plunder ; and  die  war  is  done. 
’Twixt  bordering  tribes  eternal  difcord  reign’d  ; 

Not  foreign  foes  thefe  native  feuds  re  Brain'd  : 

Elfe  nurs’d  in  arms,  and  prodigal  of  breath. 

And,  reft  of  freedom,  nobly  wooing  death. 

Had  Albion’s  warlike  Hates  united  pour’d 
The  godlike  vengeance  of  the  patriot  l'word  j 
Julius  d had  fteer’d  with  daring  helm  in  vain 
To  iiles  embofom’d  in  th’  Atlantic  main  ; 

Nor  Rome’s  imperial  eagle,  borne  on  high. 

Had  fpread  her  pinions  in  our  northern  iky. 

Furious  as  mountain-beads,  the  tribes  engage. 
With  yells,  and  clanging  arms  e,  and  frantic  rage. 

d Vide  Tacitus. 

e Their  arms  are  a (hield  and  fhort  fpear,  in  the  lower  end 
whereof  is  a piece  of  bral's,  like  an  apple,  that  by  fhaking  it 


THE  ABORIGINAL  BRITONS. 


56 

Rapid  the  Briton  hurls  the  bolts  of  war. 

Mounted,  like  Fate,  upon  his  ley thed  car ! 

Refiftlefs  fcours  the  plain,  and  burfts  the  tiles. 

As  mad  Tornadoes  l'weep  the  Indian  ifles ; 

The  fey  the*  and  hooks  with  mangled  limbs  hung  round. 
Yet  quick,  and  writhing  ghafily  with  the  wound  : 
Adown  the  madding  wheels  in  torrents  pour 
Th’  empurpled  fmoking  dreams  of  human  gore  : 
While  high  in  air  the  lighs  and  ihrieks  and  groans 
Alcend,  one  direful  peal  of  mortal  moans. 

Pale,  panic-ftruck,  and  fix’d  as  in  a trance. 

The  Romans  itood,  and  dropp’d  the  ufelefs  lance : 
And  fear’d,  their  venturous  banners  were  unfurl’d 
Beyond  die  coniines  of  the  mortal  world  ; 

And  more  than  men,  horrific  in  their  might, 

Dar’d  them  from  Albion's  dirt's  to  fatal  fight. 

they  may  terrify  the  enemy. — Camden's  Britannia,  taken  from 
Dio  Nicseus,  out  of  Xiphilin's  Epitome. 
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Thus  fought  Britannia’s  fons ; — but  when  oer- 
thrown. 

More  keen  and  fierce  the  flame  of  freedom  Ihone. 

Ye  woods,  whofe  cold  and  lengthen'd  trafts  of  fhade 
Rofe  on  the  day  when  fun  and  ftars  were  made ; 
Waves  of  Lodore,  that  from  the  mountain’s  brow 
Tumble  your  flood,  and  {hake  the  vale  below ; 
Majeftic  Skiddaw,  round  whofe  tracklefs  deep 
Mid  the  bright  funftiine  darkfome  tempefts  fweep  : 
To  you  the  patriot  fled  j his  native  land 
He  fpurn’d,  when  proffer’d  by  a conqueror’s  hand ; 
In  you  to  roam  at  large  ; to  lay  his  head 
On  the  bleak  rock,  unclad,  unhous’d,  unfed : 

Hid  in  the  aguilh  fen f whole  days  to  relt, 

The  numbing  waters  gather’d  round  his  bread  : 

r Many  ancient  writers  affert,  that  the  Britons  in  their  re- 
treat would  hide  themfelvcs  in  the  bogs  up  to  their  chins  in 
water. — Dio  Nicaeus,  &c. 
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To  fee  Defpondence  cJoud  each  riling  morn. 

And  dark  Del'pair  hang  o'er  die  years  unborn  : 

Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  he  greatly  dar'd  to  lie. 

And  drain  the  lufcious  dregs  ot  liberty  5 
Outcalt  of  nature,  fainting,  wafted,  wan, 

To  breathe  an  air  his  own,  and  live  a Man. 

But  * when  with  conqueli  crown'd,  he  taught  his 

foes. 

What  free-born  man  on  free-born  man  bellows. 

He,  in  the  pride  and  infolence  of  war, 

Ne'er  bound  th’  indignant  captive  to  his  car  ; 

Nor  with  ignoble  toils  or  fervile  chains 
Debas'd  the  blood  diet  lwells  the  hero's  veins  ; 

Nor  meanly  barter'd  for  unworthy  gold 
The  foul  that  animates  die  human  mould  : 

. l For  the  train  of  thought  through  this  paragraph,  the  au- 
thor is  indebted  to  a fpccch  of  Caractacus  in  Mr.  Mafon  s 
Tragedy. 
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But  reverenc'd  kindred  valour,  though  o'erthrown  ; 
Difdain’d  to  hear  a warrior  meanly  moan; 

Gave  him  to  die ; and  by  the  generous  blow 
Reftor’d  that  freedom  he  had  loft  below. 

For  Ample  nature  taught  his  foul  to  rife 
To  nobler  powers,  and  realms  beyond  the  Ikies. 

Though  to  his  view  th'  Almighty  voice  had  ne’er 
Stay’d  the  proud  fun  amid  his  bright  career  ; 

Pour’d  from  the  flinty  rock  the  cryftal  flream  ; 

Or  flied  on  fightlefs  eyes  the  gladlome  beam ; 

Bad  the  deep  waters  of  the  main  divide. 

And  ope  an  highway  through  the  pathlefs  tide  ; 

Or  fliffen’d  corfes,  cold  and  pale  in  death, 

Blufh  with  new  life,  and  heave  again  with  breath  ! 
Yet  gazing  round  him  he  beheld  the  God 
Hold  in  all  nature’s  works  his  dread  abode : 

He  faw  him  beaming  in  the  filver  moon. 

Effulgent  burning  in  the  blaze  of  noon. 
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On  the  dark  bofom  of  the  florin  reclin’d. 

Speaking  in  thunder,  riding  on  the  wind. 

And,  mid  the  earthquake's  awful  riot  hurl'd. 

Shaking  the  deep  foundations  of  the  w orld. 

Hence  Superflition  fprung  in  elder  time, 

Wild  as  the  foil,  and  gloomy  as  the  clime. 

Midi!  rocks  and  waftes  the  Grove  tremendous  rofe: 
O’er  the  rude  altars  hung  in  dread  repofe 
A twilight  pale;  like  the  dim  fickly  noon, 

When  the  mid-fun  retires  behind  the  moon. 

From  founding  caverns  rufli'd  the  darkfome  flood  ; 
Each  antique  trunk  u'as  Rain'd  with  human  blood. 
’Twas  fung,  that  birds  in  terror  fled  the  fliade  h; 

That  lightnings  harmlefs  round  the  branches  play'd ; 
And,  in  the  hour  of  fate,  the  Central  Oak 
Shook  w ith  the  l'pirit  of  the  God,  and  fpoke. 

The  Roman  check'd  awhile  his  conquering  band, 
l>  Vide  Lucan’*  defcription  of  a Druid'*  Grove,  b.  iii. 
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And  dropp’d  th’  imperial  Eagle  from  his  hand  ; 

And  feem’d,  while  Iliuddering  borne  through  Mona’s 
wood. 

To  tread  the  confines  of  the  Stygian  flood. 

What  direful  rites  tliefe  gloomy  haunts  difgrace. 
Bane  of  the  mind,  and  fhame  of  man’s  high  race  ! 
’Twas  deem’d,  the  circles  of  the  waving  wand, 

The  myftic  figures,  and  the  muttering  band. 

Held  o’er  all  nature’s  works  as  pow'rful  fway. 

As  the  great  Lord  and  Maker  of  the  day. 

Rocks,  by  infernal  lpells  and  magic  prayer. 

Shook  from  their  bafe,  and  trembled  high  in  air  : 
The  blafled  liars  their  fading  light  withdrew ; 

The  labouring  moon  ihed  down  a baleful  dew ; 
Spirits  of  hell  aerial  dances  led  ; 

And  rifted  graves  gave  up  the  pale  cold  dead. 
Imperial  Man,  creation’s  lord  and  pride. 

To  crown  the  facrificial  horrors,  died; 
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That  Hel'us,  direly  pleas'd,  in  joyous  mood, 

Might  flefh  tl>eir  fwords,  and  glut  their  fcythes  with 
blood  ; 

And  Taranis,  amidft  his  tcmpelts,  frnile, 

And  roll  innocuous  thunders  o’er  their  ille. 

By  rites  thus  dread  the  Druid  Priefts  imprefs'd 
A lacred  horror  on  the  favage  breaft. 

Hail,  heav'n-bom  Seer®,  whofe  magic  fingers  flrung 
The  Cambrian  lyre  ; who  Locrine’s  triumphs  lung 
To  the  dark  haunts  of  Snowdon’s  icy  caves, 
Plinlinimon’s  cliffs,  and  Deva’s  haunted  wraves  $ 

Or  where,  as  Vaga  roll’d  her  winding  flood. 

High  on  the  grey  rocks  wav’d  the  hanging  wood. 

Ye,  wandering  frequent  by  romantic  dreams, 

With  harps,  that  glitter’d  to  the  moon's  pale  beams’. 
Sooth’d  by  your  midnight  hymns  the  warrior’s  ghoft, 

1 For  tbc  image  in  this  line  the  author  is  indebted  to  Mr 
Mafon's  Caraftacus. 
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Whofe  cold  bones  whiten’d  Arvon's  dreary  coaft. 
Ye  fang  the  courfes  of  the  wandering  moon; 

The  fun-beam  darken’d  in  the  blaze  of  noon  ; 

The  ftars  unerring  in  their  glittering  fpheres  ; 

The  fure  proceffion  of  the  circling  years  ; 

And  the  dread  Powers,  that  rule  the  world  on  high, 
And  hold  celellial  fynods  in  the  fky. 

When  hoftile  nations  met  with  barbarous  clang. 
And  the  wild  heath  with  yelling  fquadrons  rang  ; 
When  beams  of  light  from  ferried  lances  ftream’d, 
And  vivid  flaihes  o’er  the  high  heav’ns  gleam’d  ; 
Fir’d  by  your  magic  fongs,  the  Briton  pour’d 
A tenfold  fury  ; dar'd  th’  uplifted  fword  ; 

Envy'd  the  fhades  of  chiefs  in  battle  flain  ; 

And  burn’d  to  join  them  on  th’  ethereal  plain. 

For  warrior-fouls,  ye  fung,  would  deathlefs  bloom. 
When  the  cold  limbs  lay  mouldering  in  the  tomb  ; 
From  the  pale  ftiff’ning  corfes  wing  their  flight. 
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And  rife  m kindred  mould  to  life  and  light ; 

Again  in  arms  fill  the  dire  yell  of  war; 

Again  to  havoc  drive  the  fcythed  car ; 

Till  earth  and  air  and  leas  lhould  fink  in  flame. 

The  fiery  deluge  melting  nature's  frame  : 

When,  amidll  blazing  orbs,  the  warrior-foul, 

Bome  through  the  milky  way  and  ftarry  pole. 
Would  painlefs  tenant  through  eternal  years 
Manfions  of  pureft  blifs  in  brighter  fpheres  : 

In  martial  fports  engage  its  kindred  fhades. 

Tame  the  wild  fleeds,  and  brandilh  gleaming  blades 
Or  on  the  clouds  reclin’d,  with  breaft  on  fire. 

Lift  the  heroic  drains  of  Cadwall's  lyre  ; 

In  Mador's  verfe  renew  its  mortal  toils  ; 

And  lhine  through  Hoel’s  fongs  in  hoftile  fpoils. 

In  Albion’s  ancient  days,  midft  northern  fnows. 
Hardy  and  bold,  immortal  Freedom  role. 

She  roam’d  the  founding  margin  of  the  deep. 
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Conway’s  wild  bank,  and  Cader’s  craggy  fteep  : 

A bloody  wolf-lkin  o’er  her  back  was  fpread  ; 

An  axe  lhe  bore  5 and  wild  weeds  grac’d  her  head  k. 
On  Snowdon’s  cliffs  reclin’d,  fhe  watch’d  on  high 
The  tempeft-driven  clouds,  that  crofs’d  the  Iky ; 

Or  caught  with  liftening  ear  the  founding  gale. 
When  the  dread  war-fong  Ihook  the  diftant  dale. 

At  battle’s  clofe  the  roam’d  th’  enfanguin'd  plain. 
And  gaz’d  the  threatening  afpects  of  the  flain. 

Now  from  ignoble  (loth  fhe  rarely  rofe. 

For  favage  Freedom  links  to  mute  repofe ; 

Now  to  wild  joys,  and  the  bowl’s  maddening  powers. 
Gave  up  the  torpid  fenfe  and  liillefs  hours  ; 

Now  joyful  faw  the  naked  fword  difplay’d, 

Tho’  brother’s  blood  flow’d  reeking  from  the  blade. 
By  tyrants  funk  fhe  rofe  more  proudly  great. 

As  ocean  fwells  indignant  in  the  ftrait ; 

k Vide  Chatterton’s  Ode  to  Freedom. 
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And,  borne  in  chains,  from  Cambria’s  mountains  bleak1. 
Rais'd  virtue's  generous  blulli  on  Caefar’s  cheek. 

But  ah  ! full  many  a dark  and  ftormy  year 
She  dropp’d  o'er  Albion’s  ille  the  patriot  tear. 

Retir'd  to  mountains,  from  the  craggy  dell 
She  caught  the  Norman  curfeu’s  tyrant  knell : 

Sad  to  her  view  the  baron's  caflle  frown'd 
Bold  from  the  fteep,  and  aw’d  the  plains  around  : 

She  forrowmg  heard  the  papal  thunders  roll. 

And  mourn'd  til’  ignoble  bondage  of  the  foul : 

She  blulli'd,  O Cromwell,  blulh’d  at  Charles's  doom; 
And  wept,  milguidcd  Sidney,  o’er  thy  tomb. 

But  now  reviv’d,  the  boafls  a purer  caufe. 

Refin’d  by  fcience,  form’d  by  generous  laws ; 

High  hangs  her  helmet  in  the  banner’d  hall. 

Nor  founds  her  clarion,  but  at  honour  s call : 

1 Vide  Tacitus’s  account  of  Carattacus  at  the  throne  of 
Claudius. 
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Now  walks  die  land  with  olive  chaplets  crown’d. 
Exalting  worth,  and  beaming  fafety  round  : 

With  fecret  joy  and  confcious  pride  admires 
The  patriot  fpirit,  which  herfelf  infpires  ; 

Sees  barren  wattes  with  unknown  fruitage  bloom j 
Sees  Labour  bending  patient  o'er  the  loom  ; 

Sees  Science  rove  through  academic  bowers ; 

And  peopled  cities  lift  their  fpiry  towers  : 

Trade  fwells  her  fails,  wherever  ocean  rolls. 

Glows  at  the  line,  and  freezes  at  the  poles  : 

While  thro’  unwater’d  plains  and  wondering  meads 
Waves  not  its  own  th’  obedient  river  leads. 

But  chief  the  godlike  Mind,  which  bears  imprefs’d 
Its  Maker’s  glorious  image  full  confefs’d  ; 

I Nobleft  of  works  created  ; more  divine 
I Than  all  the  ftarry  worlds  that  nighdy  Ihine ; 

I 

Form’d  to  live  on,  unconfcious  of  decay, 

I When  the  wide  univerfe  ihall  melt  away : 
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The  Mind,  which,  hid  in  lavage  breads  of  yore, 

I .ay,  like  Golconda's  gems,  an  ulelefs  ore, 

Now  greatly  dares  fublimeft  aims  to  lean  ; 

Enriches  fcience,  and  ennobles  man  ; 

Unveils  the  femblance,  which  its  God  bellow'd. 

And  draws  more  near  the  fount,  from  whence  it 
flow’d. 
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PALESTINE. 


REFT  of  thy  fons,  amid  thy  foes  forlorn. 

Mourn,  widow’d  queen,  forgotten  Sion,  mourn  ! 

Is  this  thy  place,  fad  City,  this  thy  throne. 

Where  the  wild  defert  rears  its  craggy  done  ? 

While  funs  unbleft  their  angry  1 nitre  fling, 

And  way-worn  pilgrims  feek  the  fcanty  lpring  ? — 
Where  now  thy  pomp,  which  kings  with  envy  view’d  ? 
Where  now  thy  might,  which  all  thofe  kings  fubdu’d  ? 
No  martial  myriads  mufter  in  thy  gate 
No  fuppliant  nations  in  thy  Temple  wait; 

No  prophet  bards,  thy  glittering  courts  among. 

Wake  the  full  lyre,  and  fwell  the  tide  of  fong  : 

k 4 
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But  lawlefs  Force,  and  meagre  Want  is  there. 

And  the  quick-darting  eye  of  reftlefs  Fear, 

While  cold  Oblivion,  'mid  thy  ruins  laid. 

Folds  his  dank  wing*  beneath  the  ivy  fliade. 

Ye  guardian  faints  ! ye  warrior  fons  of  heaven  b. 
To  w hole  high  care  Judaea’s  Hate  was  given  ! 

O wont  of  old  your  nightly  watch  to  keep, 

A holl  of  gods,  on  Sion's  towery  fteepc! 

If  e’er  your  lecret  footfteps  linger  ftill 
By  Siloa's  fount,  or  Tabor’s  echoing  hill. 

If  e’er  your  fong  on  Salem's  glories  dwell. 

And  mount  the  captive  land  you  lov’d  fo  well ; 

* Alluding  to  the  ufual  manner  in  which  deep  is  reprefented 
in  indent  ftatues.  See  alfo  Pindar,  Pyth.  I.  v.  16,  17.  “ *»*«•- 

“ rut  uyfit  turn  alufli." 

b Authorities  for  thefe  ccleftial  warriors  may  be  found, 
Jofh.  v.  13.  2 Kings  vi.  2.  2 Macc.  v.  3,  Ibid.  xi.  Jofeph.  Ed. 
Hudf.vi.  p.  1282.  et  alibi  pafiim. 

1 It  is  fcarcely  nccefl'ary  to  mention  the  lofty  fite  of  Jcrofa- 
lem.  “ The  hill  of  God  is  a high  hill,  even  a high  hill  as  the 


“ hill  of  Bafhan.” 
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(For,  oft,  ’tis  faid,  in  Kedron’s  palmy  vale 
Myfterious  harpings'1  lwell  the  midnight  gale. 

And,  blelt  as  balmy  dews  that  Hermon  cheer. 

Melt  in  foft  cadence  on  the  pilgrim's  ear  ;) 

Forgive,  bleft  fpirits,  if  a theme  fo  high 
Mock  the  weak  notes  of  mortal  minftrelfy  ! 

Yet,  might  your  aid  this  anxious  bread  infpire 
With  one  faint  fpark  of  Milton’s  feraph  fire. 

Then  fliould  my  Mufe°  afcend  with  bolder  flight, 
And  wave  her  eagle-plumes  exulting  in  the  light. 

O happy  once  in  heaven’s  peculiar  love. 

Delight  of  men  below,  and  faints  above  ! 

Tho’,  Salem,  now,  the  fpoiler’s  ruffian  hand 
Has  loos'd  his  hell-hounds  o’er  thy  wafted  land; 

Tho’  weak,  and  whelm’d  beneath  the  ftorms  of  fate, 

d See  Sandys,  and  other  travellers  into  Alia. 
c Common  practice,  and  the  authority  of  Milton,  feem  fuf- 
ficient  to  juftify  ufing  this  term  as  a perfonification  of  po- 
etry. 
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Thy  houie  is  left  unto  thee  defolate f; 

Tho'  thy  proud  llooes  in  cumbrous  ruin  fail, 

And  feas  of  land  o'ertop  thy  mouldering  wall  > 

Yet  lhall  the  Mule  to  Fancy's  ardent  view 
Each  lhadowy  trace  of  faded  pomp  renew : 

And  as  the  leer’  on  Pifgah's  topmoll  brow 
With  glillening  eye  beheld  the  plain  below, 

With  prelcient  ardour  drank  the  fcented  gale. 

And  bade  the  opening  glades  of  Canaan  hail ; 

Her  eagle  eye  lhall  lean  the  profpott  wide. 

From  Carmel’s  cliffs  to  Almotana’s'1  tide  > 

The  flinty  wafte,  the  cedar-tufted  hill, 

The  liquid  health  of  fmooth  Ardeni’sh  rill ; 

The  grot,  where,  by  the  watch-fire’s  evening  blaze. 
The  robber  riots,  or  the  hermit  prays  1 ; 

f Matth.  xxiv.  38.  * Moles. 

h Almoiana  is  the  oriental  name  for  the  Dead  Sea,  as  Ar- 
4eni  is  tor  Jordan. 

1 The  mountains  of  Palcftine  are  full  of  caverns,  which  are 
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Or,  where  the  tempeft  rives  the  hoary  ftone. 

The  wintry  top  of  giant  Lebanon. 

Fierce,  hardy,  proud,  in  confcious  freedom  bold, 
Thofe  ft  or  my  feats  the  warrior  Drufes k hold  ; 

From  Norman  blood  their  lofty  line  they  trace, 
Their  lion  courage  proves  their  generous  race. 
They,  only  they,  while  all  around  them  kneel 
In  fullen  homage  to  the  Thracian  fteel, 

Teach  their  pale  defpot's  waning  moon  1 to  fear 
The  patriot  terrors  of  the  mountain  fpear. 

Yes,  valorous  chiefs,  while  yet  your  fabres  Ihine, 


generally  occupied  in  one  or  other  of  the  methods  here  men- 
tioned. Vide  Sandys,  Maundrell,  and  Calmet,  palfim. 

k The  untamcable  fpirit,  feodal  cuftoms,  and  affefilion  for  Eu- 
ropeans, which  diftinguifh  this  extraordinary  race,  who  boaft 
themfelves  to  be  a remnant  of  the  Cruladers,  are  well  deferibed 
in  Pages.  The  account  of  their  celebrated  Emir,  Facciardini, 
in  Sandys,  is  alfo  very  interefting.  Puget  de  S.  Pierre  compiled 
a fmall  volume  on  their  hiftory;  Paris,  1763.  iztno. 

1 “ The  Turkifh  fultans,  whofe  moon  feems  faft  approaching 
“ to  its  wane."  Sir  \V.  Jones’s  rft  Difc.  to  the  Afiatic  Society. 
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The  native  guard  of  feeble  Palelline, 

O ever  thus,  by  no  vain  boalt  diftnay'd, 

Defend  the  birthright  of  the  cedtir  (hade  ! 

What  tho'  no  more  for  you  th'  obedient  gale 
Swells  the  white  bofom  of  the  Tyrian  fail  j 
Tho'  now  no  more  your  glittering  marts  unfold 
Sidonian  dyes  and  Lufitanian  gold In; 

Tho’  not  for  you  the  pale  and  ftckly  llave 
Forget-,  the  light  in  Ophir's  wealthy  cave  ; 

Yet  your’s  the  lot,  in  proud  contentment  blclt, 
Where  cheerful  labour  leads  to  tranquil  reft. 

No  robber  rage  the  ripening  harveft  knows  ; 

And  unreftrain'd  the  generous  vintage  flows 

m The  gold  of  the  Tyrians  chiefly  came  from.  Portugal, 
which  was  probably  their  Tarfhifh. 

" In  the  louthern  parts  of  Paleftine  the  inhabitants  reap 
their  corn  green,  as  they  are  not  lure  that  it  will  ever  be  al- 
lowed to  come  to  maturity.  The  opprefiion  to  which  the  cul- 
tivators of  vineyards  are  fubjeil  throughout  the  Ottoman  em- 
pire is  well  known. 
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Nor  lefs  your  Tons  to  manlieft  deeds  afpire. 

And  Alla’s  mountains  glow  with  Spartan  fire. 

So  when,  deep  finking  in  the  roly  main, 

The  weftern  Sun  forlakes  the  Syrian  plain. 

His  watery  rays  refrafted  lull  re  Hied, 

And  pour  their  latefi  light  on  Carmel’s  head. 

Yet  fbines  your  praife,  amid  furrounding  gloom, 
As  the  lone  lamp  that  trembles  in  the  tomb  : 

For,  few  the  fouls  that  fpurn  a tyrant’s  chain, 

And  fmall  the  bounds  of  freedom’s  fcanty  reign. 

As  the  poor  outcaft  on  the  cheerlefs  wild, 

Arabia’s  parent  °,  clafp’d  her  fainting  child. 

And  wander’d  near  the  roof  no  more  her  home, 
Forbid  to  linger,  yet  afraid  to  roam  : 

My  forrowing  Fancy  quits  the  happier  height, 

And  Ibuthward  throws  her  half-averted  fight. 

For  tad  the  lcenes  Judaea’s  plains  difclofe, 


0 H agar. 
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A drear)'  wafte  of  undiftinguifh’d  woes  : 

See  War  untir’d  his  crimfon  pinions  fprend. 

And  foul  Revenge  that  tramples  on  the  dead! 

Lo,  where  from  far  the  guarded  fountains'*  fhine. 

Thy  tents,  Nebaioth,  rife,  and  Kedar,  thine'1! 

Tis  your’s  the  boa  ft  to  mark  th*  ftranger’s  way. 

And  fpur  your  headlong  chargers  on  the  prey, 

Or  roufe  your  nightly  numbers  from  atar, 

And  on  the  hamlet  pour  the  wafte  of  war  ; 

Nor  fpare  the  hoary  head,  nor  bid  your  eyer 
Revere  the  facred  tmile  of  infancy. 

Such  now  the  clans,  wliofe  fiery  courfers  feed 
Where  waves  on  Kifhon’s  bank  the  whifpering  reed; 
And  their’s  the  foil,  where,  curling  to  the  Ikies, 

P The  watering  places  are  generally  befet  with  Arabs,  who 
exa£t  toil  from  all  comers.  Sec  Harmer  and  Pages. 

q See  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  lib.  xiv.  p.  43.  Ed.  Valef. 
r « Thine  eye  fhall  not  (pare  them.” 
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Smokes  on  Gerizim's  mount  Samaria's  facrifice5. 
While  Ifrael’s  Tons,  by  fcorpion  curfes  driven, 
Outcafts  of  earth,  and  reprobate  of  heaven. 

Through  the  wide  world  in  friendlefs  exile  ftray, 
Remorfe  and  ILame  foie  comrades  of  their  way. 

With  dumb  defpair  their  country’s  wrongs  behold, 
And,  dead  to  glory,  only  burn  for  gold. 

O Thou,  their  Guide,  their  Father,  and  their  Lord, 
Lov’d  for  Thy  mercies,  for  Thy  power  ador'd  ! 

If  at  Thy  Name  the  waves  forgot  their  force. 

And  refluent  Jordan  fought  his  trembling  fource  *; 

If  at  Thy  Name  like  flieep  the  mountains  fled. 

And  haughty  Sirion  bow’d  his  marble  head  ; — 

To  Ifrael’s  woes  a pitying  ear  incline. 

And  raife  from  earth  Thy  long-negle£ted  vine"! 

* A miferable  remnant  of  Samaritan  worthip  ftill  exifts  on 
Mount  Gerizim.  Maundrell  relates  his  convertation  with  the 
high  pried. 

* Pfalm  cxiv.  “ 


See  Pfalm  lxxx.  8 — 14. 
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Her  rifled  fruits  behold  the  heathen  bear. 

And  wild-wood  boars  her  mangled  clufters  tear. 

Was  it  for  this  the  firetch’d  her  peopled  reign 
From  Far  Euphrates  to  the  weftern  main  ? 

For  this,  o’er  many  a hill  her  boughs  the  threw, 

And  her  wide  arms  like  goodly  cedars  grew  ? 

For  this,  proud  Edom  llept  beneath  her  ihade, 

And  o'er  th’  Arabian  deep  her  branches  play'd  ? 

O feeble  boaft  of  tranfitory  power ! 

Vain,  fruit lefs  trull  of  Judah’s  happier  hour! 

Not  fuch  their  hope,  when  through  the  parted 
main 

The  cloudy  wonder  led  the  warrior  train  : 

Not  fuch  their  hope,  when  thro’  the  fields  of  night 
The  torch  of  heaven  diffus'd  its  friendly  light : 

Not,  when  fierce  Conqueft  urg’d  the  onward  war. 
And  hurl’d  ftern  Canaan  from  his  iron  car  : 

Nor,  when  five  monarchs  led  to  Gibeon’s  fight. 
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In  rude  array,  the  harnefs’d  Amorite  x : 

Yes — in  that  hour,  by  mortal  accents  flay'd. 

The  lingering  Sun  his  fiery  wheels  delay’d  ; 

The  Moon,  obedient,  trembled  at  the  found. 

Curb’d  her  pale  car,  and  check’d  her  mazy  round  ! 

Let  Sinai  tell — for  flie  beheld  his  might. 

And  God’s  own  darknefs  veil’d  her  myftic  height : 
(He,  cherub-borne,  upon  the  whirlwind  rode. 

And  the  red  mountain  like  a furnace  glow’d  :) 

Let  Sinai  tell — but  who  fhall  dare  recite 
His  praife,  his  power,  eternal,  infinite  ? — 
Awe-ftruck  I ceafe ; nor  bid  my  ftrains  afpire. 

Or  ferve  his  altar  with  unhallow’d  fire  L 

Such  were  the  cares  that  watch’d  o’er  Ifrael’s  fate. 
And  fuch  the  glories  of  their  infant  ftate. 

— Triumphant  race  ! and  did  your  power  decay  ? 

* Jofh.  x. 

y Alluding  to  the  fate  of  Nadab  and  Abihu. 
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Fail'd  the  bright  promife  of  your  early  day  ? 

No  ; — by  that  fword,  which,  red  with  heathen  gore, 

A giant  lpoil,  the  (tripling  champion  bore; 

By  him,  the  chief  to  farlheft  India  known, 

Tlie  mighty  mailer z of  the  ivory  throne  ; 

In  heaven’s  own  ftrength,  high  towering  o’er  her  foes, 
Victorious  Salem's  lion  banner  rofe  : 

Before  her  footltool  prollrate  nations  lay, 

And  vaffal  tyrants  crouch’d  beneath  her  fway. 

And  he,  the  warrior  lage,  whofe  reltlefs  mind 

Through  nature's  mazes  wander’d  unconfin'd  ; 

Who  ev’ry  bird,  and  bead,  and  infcCt  knew, 

* Solomon.  Ophir  is  by  molt  geographers  placed  in  the 
Aurea  Cherfonefus.  See  Tavernier  and  Raleigh. 

1 The  Arabian  mythology  refpefting  Solomon  is  in  itfclf  f#  < 
fafeinating,  is  fo  illuftrative  of  the  prelent  Rate  of  the  country, 
and  on  the  whole  fo  agreeable  to  Scripture,  that  it  was  judged! 
improper  to  omit  all  mention  of  it,  though  its  wildncfs  might 
have  operated  as  an  objection  to  making  it  a ptincipal  objta' 
in  the  poem. 
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And  fpake  of  every  plant  that  quaffs  the  dew ; 

To  him  were  known — fo  Hagar’s  offspring  tell — 
The  powerful  ligill  and  the  Harry  fpell ; 

The  midnight  call,  hell’s  fhadowy  legions  dread. 

And  founds  that  burfl  the  flumbers  of  the  dead. 
Hence  all  his  might ; for,  who  could  thefe  oppole  ? 
And  Tadmor  thus,  and  Syrian  Balbec  rofeb. 

Yet  e’en  the  works  of  toiling  Genii  fall. 

And  vain  was  Eftakhar’s  enchanted  wall. 

In  frantic  converfe  with  the  mournful  wind, 

*>  Palmyra  (“  Tadmor  in  the  Defeft")  was  really  built  by 
Solomon,  (i  Kings  ix.  2 Chron.  viii.)  and  univerfal  tradition 
marks  him  out,  with  great  probability,  as  the  founder  of  Bal- 
bcc.  Eftakhar  is  alfo  attributed  to  him  by  the  Arabs.  See  the 
Romance  of  Vathek,  and  the  various  Travels  into  the  Eaft, 
more  particularly  Chardin's,  in  which,  after  a minute  and  in- 
terefting  defeription  of  the  majeftic  ruins  of  Eftakhar,  or  Per- 
fepolis,  the  ancient  capital  of  Pcrfta,  an  account  follows  of  the 
wild  local  traditions  juft  alluded  to.  Vol.  ii.  p.  190.  ed.  Amft. 
1735.  +t0.  Vide  alfo  Sale's  Koran  ; D'Herbelot,  Bibl.  Orient, 
(article  Soliman  Ben  Daoud ;)  and  the  Arabian  Nights  Enter- 
tainments, paflim. 
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There  oft  the  houfelefs  Santon  c refts  reclin’d  ; 
Strange  lhapes  he  views,  and  drinks  with  wondering 
ears 

The  voices  of  the  dead,  and  fongs  of  other  years. 

Such,  the  faint  echo  of  departed  prait'e. 

Still  found  Arabia’s  legendary  lays  ; 

And  thus  their  fabling  bards  delight  to  tell 
How  lovely  were  thy  tents,  O Ifraeld! 

For  thee  his  ivory  load  Behemoth c bore, 

And  far  Sofalaf  teem'd  with  golden  ore ; 

Thine  all  the  Arts  that  wait  on  wealth’s  increafe. 

Or  balk  and  wanton  in  the  beam  of  peace. 


C it  is  well  known  that  the  Santons  are  real  or  affefted 
madmen,  pretending  to  extraordinary  fanftity,  who  wander 
about  the  country,  fleeping  in  caves  or  old  ruins. 

<1  Numbers  xxiv.  5. 

e Behemoth  is  fometimes  fuppofed  to  mean  the  elephant, 
in  which  fenfe  it  is  here  ufed. 

f An  African  port  to  the  fouth  of  Bab-el-mandeb,  celebrated 
for  gold-mines. 
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When  Tyber  flept  beneath  die  cyprefs  gloom. 

And  (ilence  held  the  lonely  woods  of  Rome ; 

Or  ere  to  Greece  die  builder’s  fkill  was  known. 

Or  the  light  chifel  brufh’d  the  Parian  ftone ; 

Yet  here  fair  Science  nurs’d  her  infant  fire, 

Fann’d  by  the  artifi:  aid  of  friendly  Tyre. 

Then  tower’d  the  palace,  then  in  awful  ftate 
The  Temple  rear’d  its  everlafting  gate  §. 

No  workman  fteel,  no  ponderous  axes  rung  h; 

Like  fome  tall  palm  the  noifelefs  fabric  fprung. 
Majeftic  filence  ! — dien  the  harp  awoke. 

The  cymbal  clang’d,  the  deep-voic’d  trumpet  fpoke ; 
And  Salem  fpread  her  fuppliant  arms  abroad. 

View'd  the  defeending  flame,  and  blefs’d  the  prefent 
God1. 

6 Pfalm  xxiv.  7. 

h “ There  was  neither  hammer,  nor  axe,  nor  any  tool  of 
“ iron,  heard  in  the  houfe  while  it  was  in  building.”  r Kings 
vi.  7. 

* “ And  when  all  the  children  of  Ifrael  faw  how  the  fire 
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Nor  fhrunk  flic  then,  when,  raging  deep  and  loud, 
Beat  o’er  her  foul  the  billows  of  the  proud  k. 

E’en  they  who,  dragg’d  to  Shinar’s  fiery  fand, 

Till'd  with  relu&ant  flrength  the  (1  ranger's  land  ; 

Who  fadly  told  the  flow-revolving  years. 

And  fieep’d  the  captive’s  bitter  bread  with  tears  ; — 
Yet  oft  their  hearts  with  kindling  hopes  would  burn, 
Their  dcftin'd  triumphs,  and  their  glad  return  : 

And  their  fad  lyres,  which,  filent  and  untlrung. 

In  mournful  ranks  on  Babel’s  willows  hung, 

Would  oft  awake  to  chaunt  their  future  fame. 

And  from  the  ikies  their  lingering  Saviour  claim. 

His  promis'd  aid  could  every  fear  controul ; 

This  nerv’d  the  warrior’s  arm,  this  Heel’d  the  martyr  s 
foul ! 

“ came  down,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  upon  the  houfe,  they 
“ bowed  themfelves  with  their  faces  to  the  ground  upon  the 
“ pavement,  and  worlhipped."  i Chron.  vii.  j. 
k Pfalm  exxiv.  4. 
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Nor  vain  their  hope : — bright  beaming  thro  the  Iky, 
Burft  in  full  blaze  the  Day-fpring  from  on  high  j 

i 

Earth’s  utmoft  ifles  exulted  at  the  fight. 

And  crowding  nations  drank  the  orient  light. 

Lo,  ftar-led  chiefs  Afiyrian  odours  bring. 

And  bending  Magi  feek  their  infant  King  ! 

Mark’d  ye,  where,  hovering  o’er  his  radiant  head. 
The  dove’s  white  wings  celeftial  glory  fhed  ? 
Daughter  of  Sion ! virgin  queen ! rejoice  ! 

Clap  the  glad  hand,  and  lift  th’  exulting  voice  ! 

He  comfis, — but  not  in  regal  fplendour  drefi. 

The  haughty  diadem,  the  Tyrian  veil: ; 

Not  arm’d  in  flame,  all  glorious  from  afar. 

Of  holts  the  chieftain,  and  the  lord  of  war : 

Mefliah  comes  : — let  furious  difcord  ceafe ; 

Be  peace  on  earth  before  the  Prince  of  peace  ! 
Difeafe  and  anguifli  feel  his  bleft  controul. 

And  howling  fiends  releafe  tire  tortur’d  fpul ; 
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I he  beams  of  gladnefs  hell’s  dark  caves  illume, 
And  Mercy  broods  above  the  diftant  gloom. 

Thou  palfied  earth,  with  noonday  night  o’erfpread 
Thou  fickening  fun,  fo  dark,  lb  deep,  fo  red  ! 

Ye  hovering  ghofls,  that  throng  the  (briefs  air. 
Why  (hakes  the  earth?  why  fades  the  light?  declare 
Are  thofe  his  limbs,  with  ruth  lets  (courges  tom  ? 
His  brows,  all  bleeding  with  the  twilled  thorn  ? 

His  the  pale  form,  the  meek  forgiving  eye 
Rais'd  from  the  crofs  in  patient  agony  ? 

— Be  dark , thou  fun, — thou  noonday  night  arife. 
And  hide,  oh  hide  the  dreadful  facrifice  ! 

Ye  faithful  few,  by  bold  affebtion  led. 

Who  round  the  Saviour’s  crofs  your  forrows  (lied, 
Not  for  his  fake  your  tearful  vigils  keep  ; — 

Weep  for  your  country,  for  your  children  weep1! 
— Vengeance  ! thy  fiery  wing  their  race  purfu'd ; 

1 Luke  xxiii.  27,  28. 
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Thy  thirfty  poniard  blufh’d  with  infant  blood. 
Rous’d  at  thy  call,  and  panting  Hill  for  game. 

The  bird  of  war,  the  Latian  eagle  came. 

Then  Judah  rag’d,  by  ruffian  Dil'cord  led. 

Drunk  with  the  ftcamy  carnage  of  the  dead  : 

He  faw  his  fons  by  dubious  daughter  fall. 

And  war  without,  and  death  within  the  wall. 
Wide-wafting  Plague,  gaunt  Famine,  mad  Defpair, 
And  dire  Debate,  and  clamorous  Strife  was  there  : 
Love,  llrong  as  Death,  retain’d  his  might  no  more. 
And  the  pale  parent  drank  her  children’s  gorera. 
Yet  they,  who  wont  to  roam  th’  enfauguin’d  plain. 
And  fpurn  with  fell  delight  their  kindred  tlain ; 
E’en  they,  when,  high  above  the  dufty  fight. 

Their  burning  Temple  rofe  in  lurid  light, 

To  their  lov’d  altars  paid  a parting  groan. 

And  in  their  country’s  woes  forgot  their  own. 

m Jofeph.  vi.  p.  1275.  Ed.  Hudf. 
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As  mid  the  cedar  courts,  and  gates  of  gold. 

The  trampled  ranks  in  miry  carnage  roll’d ; 

To  fave  their  Temple  every  hand  effay’d. 

And  with  cold  fingers  grafp’d  the  feeble  blade  : 
Through  their  tom  veins  reviving  fur}'  ran. 

And  life's  lad  anger  warm’d  the  dying  man. 

But  heavier  far  the  fetter'd  captive’s  doom! 

To  glut  with  fighs  the  iron  ear  of  Rome  : 

To  fwell,  flow  pacing  by  the  car's  tall  fide. 

The  floic  tyrant's  philofophic  pride  n; 

To  tlefh  the  lion’s  ravenous  jaws,  or  feel 
The  fportive  fairy  of  the  fencer’s  Reel  ; 

Or  pant,  deep  plung’d  beneath  the  fultry  mine. 

For  the  light  gales  of  balmy  Paleftine. 

" I know  not  how  Titus  has  acquired  his  fame  for  humani- 
ty ; but  the  cruelties  of  the  brutal  Domitian,  or  the  frantic 
Caligula,  arc  furely  more  excufable  than  the  barbarities  which 'I 
this  man,  with  the  fmile  of  benignity  on  his  countenance,  and 
the  cant  of  philofophy  on  his  tongue,  exercifed  againft  a va-  II 
liant  people  who  dared  to  vindicate  their  liberty. 
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Ah  ! fruitful  now  no  more;, — an  empty  coaft. 
She  mourn’d  her  fons  enflav’d,  her  glories  loft : 

In  her  wide  ftreets  die  lonely  raven  bred. 

There  bark'd  die  wolf,  and  dire  hyaenas  fed. 

Yet  midft  her  towery  fanes,  in  ruin  laid. 

The  pilgrim  faint  his  murmuring  vefpers  paid; 
’Twas  his  to  climb  the  tufted  rocks,  and  rove 
The  chequer’d  twilight  of  die  olive  grove  ; 

’Twas  his  to  bend  beneath  the  facred  gloom, 

And  wear  with  many  a kifs  Mefliah’s  tomb : 
While  forms  celeftial  fill’d  his  tranced  eye. 

The  day-light  dreams  of  penfive  piety, 

O’er  his  Hill  bread:  a tearful  fervour  ftole, 

And  fofter  forrows  charm’d  the  mourner’s  foul. 

Oh,  lives  there  one,  who  mocks  his  artlefs  zeal 
Too  proud  to  worfliip,  and  too  wife  to  feel  ? 

Be  his  the  foul  with  wintry  Realon  bleft. 

The  dull,  lethargic  fovereign  of  the  breaft ! 
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Be  his  the  life  that  creeps  in  dead  repofe. 

No  joy  that  fparkles,  and  no  tear  that  flows ! 

Far  other  they  who  rear'd  yon  pompous  thrine 

And  bade  the  rock  with  Parian  marble  thine  p. 

Then  hallow'd  Peace  renew’d  her  wealthy  reign. 

Then  altars  fmok’d,  and  Sion  fmil'd  again. 

There  fculptur’d  gold  and  collly  gems  were  feen, 

And  all  the  bounties  of  the  Brititli  queen1!; 

There  barbarous  kings  their  fandal'd  nations  led, 

And  fteel-clad  champions  bow’d  the  eroded  head. 

There,  when  her  fiery  race  the  defert  pour’d. 

And  pale  Byzantium  fear’d  Medinas'  fword. 

When  coward  Afia  lliook  in  trembling  woe, 

And  bent  appall’d  before  the  Badlrian ' bow; 

° The  Temple  of  the  Sepulchre. 

P See  Cotovicus,  p.  179.  and  from  him  Sandys. 

9 St.  Helena,  who  was,  according  to  Camden,  born  at  Col 
chefter.  See  alfo  Howel’s  Hift.  of  the  World. 

r The  invafions  of  the  civilized  parts  of  Afia  by  the  Arabiar 
and  Turkifh  Mahometans 
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From  the  moift  regions  of  the  weftern  ftar 
The  wandering  hermit s wak’d  the  ftorm  of  war. 
Their  limbs  all  iron,  and  their  fouls  all  flame, 

A countlefs  hoft,  the  red-crols  warriors  came  : 

E’en  hoary  priefts  the  lacred  combat  wage. 

And  clothe  in  fteel  the  palfied  arm  of  age ; 

While  beardlefs  youths  and  tender  maids'  affurae 
The  weighty  morion  and  the  glancing  plume. 

1 Peter  the  hermit.  The  world  has  been  fo  long  accuftomed 
to  hear  the  Crufades  confidered  as  the  height  of  frenzy  and  in- 
juftice,  that  to  undertake  their  defence  might  be  perhaps  a 
hazardous  tafk.  We  muft  however  recolleft,  that,  had  it  not 
been  for  thefe  extraordinary  exertions  of  generous  courage,  the 
whole  of  Europe  would  perhaps  have  fallen,  and  Chriftianity 
been  buried  in  the  ruins.  It  was  not,  as  Voltaire  has  falfely  or 
weakly  afferted,  a confpiracy  of  robbers ; it  was  not  an  unpro- 
voked attack  on  a diftant  and  inoffenfive  nation;  it  was  a blow 
aimed  at  the  heart  of  a moft  powerful  and  aftive  enemy.  Had 
not  the  Chriftian  kingdoms  of  Afia  been  eftablifhed  as  a check 
to  the  Mahometans,  Italy,  and  the  fcanty  remnant  of  Chrifti- 
anity in  Spain,  muft  again  have  fallen  into  theii  power ; and 
France  herfelf  have  needed  all  the  heroifm  and  good  fortune  of 
a Charles  Martel  to  deliver  her  from  fubjugation. 

' See  Vertot,  Hift.  Chev.  Malthe.  Liv.  i. 
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In  bafhful  pride  the  warrior  virgins  wield 
The  ponderous  falchion,  and  the  fun-like  lhield. 

And  ftart  to  fee  their  armour's  iron  gleam 
Dance  with  blue  lullre  in  Tabaria’s"  dream. 

The  blood-red  banner  floating  o'er  their  van. 

All  madly  blithe  the  mingled  myriads  ran  : 

Impatient  Death  beheld  his  deflin'd  food. 

And  hovering  vultures  liuifl  ’d  the  fcent  of  blood. 

Not  fuch  the  numbers  nor  the  hod  fo  dread 
By  northern  Brenn*,  or  Scythian  Timur*  led. 

Nor  fuch  the  heart-infpiring  zeal  that  bore 
United  Greece  to  Phrygia’s  reedy  fhore  ! 

There  Gaul’s  proud  knights  with  boatlful  mien  ad- 
vance y, 

“ Tabaria  (a  corruption  of  Tiberias)  is  the  name  ufed  for 
the  Sea  of  Galilee  in  the  old  romances. 

* Brennus,  and  Tamerlane. 

y The  infolence  of  the  French  nobles  twice  caufed  the  ruin 
of  the  army  ; once  by  refuting  to  ferve  under  Richard  Coeur 
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Form  the  long  line7-,  and  fhake  the  cornel  lance; 
Here,  link’d  with  Thrace,  in  clofe  battalions  Hand 
Aufonia’s  Tons,  a foft  inglorious  band ; 

There  the  ftern  Norman  joins  the  Auftrian  train. 

And  the  dark  tribes  of  late-reviving  Spain  ; 

Here  in  black  files,  advancing  firm  and  ilow, 
Vi&orious  Albion  twangs  the  deadly  bow : — 

Albion, — fiill  prompt  the  captive’s  wrong  to  aid. 

And  wield  in  freedom’s  caufe  the  freeman's  generous 
blade  ! 

Ye  fainted  fpirits  of  the  warrior  dead, 

Whofe  giant  force  Britannia’s3  armies  led  I 

de  Lion,  and  again  by  reproaching  the  Englifh  with  cowardice 
in  St.  Louis’s  expedition  to  Egypt.  See  Knolles’s  Hiftory  of 
the  Turks. 

z The  line  ( combat  a la  haye)  according  to  Sir  Walter  Ra- 
leigh, was  charafiteriftic  of  French  tafilics  ; as  the  column 
( herfe ) was  of  the  Englifh.  The  Englifh  at  Creci  were  drawn 
up  thirty  deep. 

3 All  the  Britifh  nations  ferved  under  the  fame  banner. 

Sono  gl’  Inglefi  lagittarii  ed  hanno 
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Whole  bickering  falchions,  foremoft  in  the  fight. 
Still  pour’d  confufion  on  the  Soldan's  might  j 
Lords  of  the  biting  axeb  and  beamy  lpear, 
Wide-conquering  Edward,  lion  Richard,  hear! 

At  Albion’s  call  your  cretled  pride  relume, 

And  burft  the  marble  (lumbers  of  the  tomb  ! 
Your  fons  behold,  in  arm,  in  heart  the  fame, 

Still  prefs  the  footfieps  of  parental  fame, 

To  Salem  llill  their  generous  aid  fupply. 

And  pluck  the  palm  of  Syrian  chivalry  ! 

When  he,  from  towery  Malta's  yielding  ifle. 
And  the  green  waters  of  reluctant  Nile, 


Gente  con  lor,  ch’  c piu  vicina  al  polo, 

Quefti  da  1'alte  felve  irfuti  manda 
La  divifa  dal  mondo,  ultima  Irlanda. 

Taffo,  Gicrufal.  Lib.  1.  44. 

Ireland  and  Scotland,  it  is  fcarcely  necdlary  to  oblerve,  were 
fynonymous. 

b The  aac  of  Richard  was  very  famous.  See  Wart  on’s  Hift. 
of  Anc.  Poetry. 
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Th’  Apoftate  chief, — from  Mifraim’s  fubjedt  lhore 
To  Acre’s  walls  his  trophied  banners  bore  $ 

When  the  pale  defert  mark’d  his  proud  array, 

And  Defolation  hop’d  an  ampler  fway  j 
What  hero  then  triumphant  Gaul  difmay’d  ? 

What  arm  repell’d  the  victor  Renegade  ' 

Britannia’s  champion! — bath’d  in  hoflile  blood. 
High  on  the  breach  the  dauntlefs  Seaman  flood  : 
Admiring  Alia  faw  th’  unequal  fight, — 

E’en  the  pale  crefcent  blefs’d  the  Chriftian’s  might. 
Oh  day  of  death  ! Oh  thirft,  beyond  controul. 

Of  crimfon  conqueft  in  th’  Invader’s  foul ! 

The  flain,  yet  warm,  by  focial  footfleps  trod. 

O’er  the  red  moat  fupplied  a panting  road  j 
O’er  the  red  moat  our  conquering  thunders  flew. 
And  loftier  ftill  the  grifly  rampire  grew. 

While  proudly  glow’d  above  the  refcu’d  tower 
The  wavy  crofs  that  mark’d  Britannia’s  power. 


G 
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Yet  ft  ill  deflru&ion  fweeps  the  lonely  plain. 

And  heroes  lift  the  generous  fword  in  vain. 

Still  o’er  her  Iky  the  clouds  of  anger  roll. 

And  God’s  revenge  hangs  heavy  on  her  foul. 

Yet  Iliall  (lie  rife  ; — but  not  by  war  reftor’d, 

Not  built  in  murder, — planted  by  the  fword. 

Yes,  Salem,  thou  lhalt  rife  : thy  Father's  aid 
Shall  heal  the  wound  his  chaftening  hand  has  made ; 
Shall  judge  the  proud  opprefior’s  ruthlefs  fway. 

And  burft  his  brazen  bonds,  and  call  his  cords  away*. 
Then  on  your  tops  Ihall  deathlefs  verdure  fpringd. 
Break  forth,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  vallies,  fing  ! 

No  more  your  thirlly  rocks  Ihall  frown  forlorn, 

c Pfalm  ii.  3.  cvii.  16. 

a “ I will  multiply  the  fruit  of  the  tree,  and  the  increafe 
“ the  field,  that  ye  fhall  receive  no  more  the  reproach  of 
“ mine  among  the  heathen." — “ And  they  fhall  fay,  This  la 
“ that  was  defolate  is  become  like  the  garden  of  Eden,”  &c. 
Ezek.  xxxvi. 
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The  unbeliever’s  jeft,  the  heathen's  fcorn  > 

The  fultry  fands  fhall  tenfold  harvefts  yield. 

And  a new  Eden  deck  the  thorny  field. 

E’en  now  perhaps,  wide  waving  o’er  the  land. 

The  mighty  Angel  lifts  his  golden  wand ; 

Courts  the  bright  vifion  of  defcending  power  % 

Tells  every  gate,  and  meafures  every  tower  f ; 

And  chides  the  tardy  teals  that  yet  detain 
Thy  Lion,  Judah,  from  his  deftin’d  reign. 

And  who  is  He?  the  vaft,  the  awful  forint. 

Girt  with  the  whirlwind,  fandal’d  with  the  Itorai  ? 

A weftern  cloud  around  his  limbs  is  fpread. 

His  crown  a rainbow,  and  a fun  his  head. 

To  higheft  heaven  he  lifts  his  kingly  hand. 

And  treads  at  once  the  ocean  and  tire  land  -T 

c “ That  great  city,  the  holy  Jemfalem,  defcending  out  of 
“ heaven  from  God,  having  the  glory  of  God.”  Rev.  xxi.  10. 
f Ezekiel  xl. 

2 Rev.  x. 
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And  hark ! his  voice  amid  the  thunder's  roar. 

His  dreadful  voice,  that  time  (hall  be  no  more  ! 

Lo ! cherub  hands  the  golden  courts  prepare, 

Lo  ! thrones  are  fet,  and  every  faint  is  there  h ; 
Earth’s  utmoft  bounds  confefs  their  awful  1 way. 

The  mountains  worfhip,  and  the  illes  obey  ; 

Nor  fun  nor  moon  they  need, — nor  day,  nor  night; 
God  is  their  temple,  and  the  Lamb  their  light1; 

And  (hall  not  Ifrael’s  Ions  exulting  come. 

Hail  the  glad  beam,  and  claim  their  ancient  home  ? 
On  David  s throne  (hall  David’s  offspring  reign. 

And  the  dry  bones  be  warm  with  life  again  k. 

h Rev.  u. 

1 “ And  l faw  no  temple  therein  : for  the  Lord  God  Al- 
“ mighty  and  the  Lamb  arc  the  temple  of  it.  And  the  city- 
“ had  no  need  of  the  fun,  neither  of  the  moon,  to  fhine  in  it : 
««  for  the  glory  of  God  did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the  light 
“ thereof.”  Rev.  xxi.  22. 

a *«  Thus  faith  the  Lord  God  unto  thefe  bones,  Behold,  1 
“ will  caufe  breath  to  enter  into  you,  and  ye  (hall  live.”— 
— “ Then  he  (aid  unto  me,  Son  of  man,  thefe  bones  arc  tin 
“ whole  houfe  of  Ifrael."  Ezek.  xxxvii. 
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Hark ! white-rob’d  crowds  their  deep  hofannas  raife. 
And  the  hoarfe  flood  repeats  the  found  of  praife  ; 

Ten  thoufand  harps  attune  the  myflic  fong. 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  faints  the  flrain  prolong ; — 

“ Worthy  the  Lamb  ! omnipotent  to  fave, 

“ Who  died,  who  lives,  triumphant  o’er  the  grave  !” 
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[This  Compofition  was  originally  remitted  to  fifty  lines ; — a 
few  relative  to  Painting  have  fince  been  added.] 

THOUGH  oft  in  Britain’s  ifle  the  breathing  buft 
To  fame  confign  the  patriot-hero’s  dull, 

And  conquerors  wak’d  to  mimic  life  again 
In  imag’d  triumph  thunder  o'er  the  main ; 

Though  fpeaks  each  mould  by  Flaxman’s  genius 
wrought. 

The  glow  of  fancy,  or  the  flretch  of  thought ; 
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And  grace  obeys  fair  Darner’s  foft  controul 
Through  many  a varied  lineament  of  foul  j 
Yet,  oh  ! unlike  each  nobler  Grecian  form. 

With  ftrength  majeftic  or  with  beauty  warm. 
Where  all  her  mingling  charms  ExprelSon  pour’d. 
Admir’d  by  Valour,  or  by  Ixjve  ador’d  ! 

Lo!  w here  retiring  Venus  lhuns  the  eye. 

And  beauty  vies  with  bathful  majefty  ! 

There  mortal  charms  in  lovelieft  union  lliine. 

And  all  the  Goddefs  crowns  the  bright  defign. 
Thou,  too,  half-hid  beneath  thy  dripping  veil 
Of  many  a moilten'd  trels,  Urania,  hail ! 

To  thee  that  dubious  mien  the  fculptor  gave, 
Fearing  the  fliore,  though  Ihrinking  from  the  wave. 
Or  fee,  where,  graceful  bending  o'er  his  bow. 

The  quiver’d  God’s  exulting  features  glow. 

As,  trailing  to  his  arm’s  unerring  might. 

His  look  purfues  the  diftant  arrow’s  flight. 
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But  lliut,  oh ! fhut  the  eye,  where  mid  yon  fold 
Of  crefted  fnakes  Laocoon  writhes  enroll’d, 

And  drinks  with  tortur’d  ear  his  children’s  cries, 

« 

Embittering  death’s  convulfive  agonies  ! 

Rife,  {lumbering  Genius,  and  with  throbbing  heart 
Adore  tliefe  trophies  of  unrivall’d  art ; 

Till  each  fine  grace  that  gifted  Matters  knew 
In  fairy  vifion  floating  o’er  thy  view, 

Perfection  crown  once  more  the  living  ftone. 

And  Britain  claim  a Phidias  of  her  own. 

Not  fuch  the  hopes  that  blefs  th’  enthufiaft’s  dream. 
While  fad  it  wanders  o’er  each  faded  gleam. 

That  dimly  {hews  to  Painting’s  Mufe  was  given 
The  fevenfold  radiance  of  refulgent  heaven. 

When  Genius  ftole  die  colours  of  the  fun, 

And  pour’d  them  o’er  the  wreath  that  Valour  won ! 

Then  turn  the  eye,  where,  fpurning  time’s  controul. 
Art  ftamps  on  ftone  the  triumphs  of  die  foul : 
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With  trembling  awe  furvey  each  hallow'd  fane 
Ennobling  Greece  mid  Defolation’s  reign  ; 

Each  pillar'd  portico  and  fwelling  dome, 

Proud  o'er  the  prollrate  majefty  of  Rome  ! 

While  o’er  the  lcene  each  mould’ring  temple  throws, 
Sacred  to  genius,  unditlurb’d  repofe  ; 

Thro’  twilight’s  doubtful  gloom  his  eye  lhall  trace 
The  column's  height  enwreath'd  with  clulVring  grace ; 
The  light-archd  roof,  the  portal  ftretching-wide. 
Triumphal  monuments  in  armed  pride  j 
Till  bold  conceptions  burfting  on  his  heart, 

His  Ikill  lhall  grafp  the  iumoll  foul  of  art; 

And  Fame's  green  ille  her  cloud-capt  towers  difplay. 
Where  grace  and  grandeur  rule  with  equal  fway. 

JOHN  WILSON, 

Magdalen  College. 


MOSES, 

UNDER  THE  DIRECTION  OF  DIVINE  PROVIDENCE, 


CONDUCTINO 

THE  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL 

FROM 

EGYPT  TO  THE  PROMISED  LAND ; 


A PRIZE  POEM, 

RECITED  IN  THE  THEATRE,  OXFORD, 


IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCCVII. 


MOSES 


CONDUCTING 


THE  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL,  &c. 


OH  for  that  fpirit  which  on  Mofes’  lyre 
Pour’d  from  the  fount  of  light  celeflial  lire. 

Or  which,  ’mid  Sion’s  courts,  in  later  day. 

Rais’d  to  fublime  the  Monarch-Prophet’s  lay ! 

For  high  the  theme  thefe  numbers  would  rehearl'e, 
High  as  e’er  bleft  the  happier  Sons  of  Verfe  ! 

A nation  fetter’d,  from  a tyrant  land 
Snatch’d  by  an  arm  outftretch’d,  and  mighty  hand. 
Through  pathlefs  wilds  by  ligns  and  wonders  led. 
While  fwept  twice  twenty  fummers  o’er  its  head. 
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And  taught  at  length  to  rear  its  infant  throne 
In  dillant  lands  and  regions  not  its  own. 

And  aik  of  days  that  were  from  elder  time, 

Atk  of  yon  orb  which  vifits  every  clime. 

If  e'er  they  heard,  lince  firlt  they  roll'd  along, 

A theme  fo  worthy  of  an  Angel's  fong ! 

Great  was  the  fhout  from  glad  Arabia’s  lliore, 

“ Sunk  is  Nile’s  warrior  pride  to  rife  no  more  !” 
Sublime  the  triumph  lwells:  to  him,  the  Lord, 

The  God  of  Battles,  wakes  each  tuneful  chord  ; 
Their  full  applaule  the  deep-moutlfd  clarions  raile, 
And  virgin  timbrels  join  their  foftcr  praife  : 

From  thouland  altars  holy  perfumes  rife. 

And  myriads  bow  in  one  vail  facrifice. 

Are  thefe  the  tribes  which  late  by  ‘Sihor’s  tide 
Wept  o’er  their  wrongs,  and  loud  for  vengeance 
cried  ? 


a Another  name  for  the  Nile. 
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For  them  Hope  beam’d  not ; but  a night  profound, 
An  endlefs  night,  feem’d  gath’ring  faft  around  ; 

Yet  did  the  Day-fpring  rife,  the  captive’s  groan 
Went  not  unheeded  to  his  Father’s  throne  ; 

He  heard  the  mother’s  lhriek,  in  anguiih  wild, 

Aik  from  the  tyrant’s  hand  her  murder’d  child  b; 

He  faw  the  toiling  Have,  th’  inhuman  lord. 

And  the  keen  tortures  of  the  knotted  cord. 
Thrice-favour’d  race  ! Jehovah’s  parent  eye 
Mark’d  ev’ry  tear,  and  number’d  ev’ry  figh  f 
And  though  full  many  a dreary  age  had  lhed 
Slav’ry’s  worft  woes  upon  th’  unlhelter’d  head. 
Though  dark  and  long  the  night,  yet  mom  could 
bring 

Joy  in  its  eye,  and  healing  on  its  wing. 

Alluding  to  Pharaoh's  editt  for  the  deftruclion  of  all  the 
male  children. 
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c And  lo!  he  conies,  the  Seer,  whom  Greece  would 
claim 

Her  Guardian-Pow’r  by  many  a fabled  name  ; 
Meekeft  of  men,  by  God’s  own  voice  decreed 
His  chofen  flock,  with  lhepherd  care,  to  lead ; 

For  this  was  Mercy’s  arm  outftretch’d  to  fave 
His  infant  promife  from  an  early  grave, 

When  Nile’s  tam’d  billow  kifs’d  his  ralhy  lied. 

And  the  green  fnake  play’d  harmlefs  o’er  his  head  : 
For  this,  when  Science  taught  his  wond’ring  view 
To  read  the  ftars,  and  look  all  nature  through  ; 

When  Wealth  and  Honour  led  his  Youth  along. 

And  Plealure  woo’d  him  with  her  Siren  fong ; 

For  this  (as  warm’d  he  felt  his  fpirit  rife, 

And  kindling  claim  its  high-bom  deflinies,) 

t Huet  has  given  a lift  of  the  different  Deities  fuppofed  to  be 
tbe  fsune  with  Mofcs. 
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For  tliis  he  fpurn’d  them  all ; and  now  his  hand 
Sheds  pale  difmay  on  Egypt’s  trembling  land. 

And  waves  exulting  the  triumphant  Rod, 

Ifrael’s  releafe,  and  fymbol  of"  his  God. 

’Tis  paft — that  hour  of  death  ! the  eye  of  light 
JOn  its  own  tow’rs  looks  down,  in  glory  bright : 
Yet  ne’er  on  hod  fo  vaft  its  golden  beam. 
Waking,  hath  {hone,  as  now,  with  mighty  dream 
Of  mingled  man  and  herd,  from  Gofhen's  land 
Pours  frequent  forth,  a more  than  locud  band. 

They  go  j but  all  is  lilent  as  the  tomb — 

For  look  ! where,  column’d  high  in  malfy  gloom. 
Deep  as  the  darknefs  of  the  coming  llorm. 

Moves  flow  before  the  hod  a giant-form  ; 

And  fee,  as  all  the  twilight  landfcape  fades, 

A pale  and  dubious  light  the  mafs  pervades, 

d Heliopolis. 
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And,  as  the  night  rolls  on,  the  wondrous  frame 
Pours  a broad  glare,  and  brightens  into  flame  : 

'Tis  not  the  beacon-fire,  which  wakes  from  tar 
The  wand’ring  Ions  of  rapine  and  of  war  ; 

'Tis  not  of  night’s  fair  lamp  the  filv’ry  beam, 

Nor  the  quick  darting  meteor’s  angry  gleam ; 

No  ! ’tis  the  pillar’d  cloud,  " the  torch  of  Heav’n,’ 
Pledge  of  the  prefent  God,  by  Mercy  giv’n  ; 

The  facred  boon,  by  Providence  fupplied, 

By  day  to  cover,  and  by  night  to  guide. 

And  He  the  great,  th’  eternal  Lord,  whofe  might 
All  being  owns,  who  fpake,  and  there  was  light, 
Who  gave  the  Sun  the  tow’r  of  day  to  keep. 

And  the  pale  Moon  to  TVatch  o’er  nature’s  fleep. 
He,  prefent  ftill,  fhall  aid,  fhall  fafety  yield. 

Thy  lamp  by  night,  by  day  thy  guide  and  fliield. 

Not  fuch  their  truft,  when  by  the  Red  Sea  flood 
Trembling  and  faint,  th’  affrighted  myriads  flood ; 
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When  War  foam’d  fierce  behind,  and  from  the  wave 
Defpair  dark  frowning  yell’d,  “ Behold  thy  grave:” 
When,  fpurr’d  to  infult  rude,  th’  impatient  crowd 
Chid  the  meek  man  of  God,  and  murmur’d  loud : 

“ Was  it  for  this,  that  Nile’s  obedient  flood 
“ Roll’d,  at  thy  word,  a fea  of  death  and  blood  ? 

“ For  this,  to  life  did  every  fand-grain  fpring, 

“ And  Famine  lurk  beneath  the  infeiSt’s  wing  ? 

“ Was  it  for  this,  the  Sun  forgat  to  rife, 

” And  midnight  darknefs  veil’d  the  noonday  fkies  ? 

“ Or  when,  high-borne  upon  the  fweeping  blaft, 

“ Th’  avenging  Spirit  of  Deftrudtion  pafs’d, 

“ And  dealt,  with  viewlefs  arm,  that  mortal  blow, 

“ Which  laid  the  blooming  hopes  of  Egypt  low ; 

“ Was  it  for  this,  the  frowning  Seraph  ftaid 
“ The  fiery  vengeance  of  his  deathful  blade ; 

“ Bent  on  the  hallow’d  blood  his  alter’d  eye, 

“ Own’d  Mercy’s  pledge,  and  pafs’d  innocuous  by  j 
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“ And  fpar’d  us,  but  to  glut  the  favage  fword, 

“ Or  groan  once  more  beneath  a tyrant  lord  ?” 

Peace,  impious  doubts ! rebellious  murmurs,  hence ! 
Mark  the  rais’d  wand,  and  trad  Omnipotence  ! — 

’Tis  done ! obedient  to  the  high  decree 
Wave  parts  from  wave,  and  fea  rolls  back  from  fea; 
Till,  fudden  check’d  as  by  the  wintry  hand 
Of  the  (tern  North,  the  folid  waters  hand. 

The  pillar’d  flames,  while  gathering  darknefs  falls. 
Shed  palling  radiance  on  the  cryltal  walls ; 

And  now  thofe  caves,  where  dwelt  primeval  Night, 
Drink  the  warm  fpirit  of  the  orient  light ; 

Swift  through  th’  abvfs  the  pure  effulgence  flies. 

And  earth's  foundations  burtt  on  human  eyes. 

But  fee ! where  Egypt  comes ! with  fteed  and  car. 
And  thoufands,  panting  for  the  fpoils  of  war  j 
Bold  waves  her  plume,  and  proud  her  banners  gleam. 
As  now  they  balk’d  in  Vid'ry's  golden  beam  j 


THE  ISRAELITES,  Ac. 


119 


The  war-trump  fpeaks  ; madd’ning  fhe  fpurns  the 
fhores. 

And  through  the  yawning  furges  headlong  pours. 

But  where  is  Egypt  now  ? Where  all  her  might. 
Her  Reeds,  her  cars,  her  thoufands  arm’d  for  fight  ? 
Where  is  the  banner’d  pride  that  wav’d  fo  high  ? 

And  where  the  trump  that  told  of  victory  ? 

All,  all  are  pafi ; the  chain’d  and  fetter’d  deep. 

Loos’d  from  its  bonds,  at  one  tremendous  fweep 
Whelm’d  all  their  hopes,  and  not  a wreck  is  feen. 

To  tell  to  future  times  that  they  had  been. — 

And  thou,  infatuate  Prince,  of  flubborn  mould. 

Aw’d  by  no  terrors,  by  no  pow’r  controll’d  ! 

Halt  thou  too  felt  that  arm  thy  foul  defied  ? 

How  is  thy  glory  fall’n  ! how  chang’d  thy  pride  ! 

For  Hope  had  fondly  deem’d  thy  death-cold  clay 
Should  mock  Corruption’s  worm,  nor  know  de- 


120 


MOSES  CONDUCTING 


Bat  ne’er  thy  fcatter’d  bones  lhall  now  be  hid 
In  the  dark  bed  of  thy  proud  pyramid  : 

But  thou,  vain  bonder,  and  thy  meaned  llave. 

Alike  muft  glut  the  monflers  of  the  wave. 

And  now,  perchance.  Redeem’d  of  Heav’n,  for  you 
Hope  paints  new  lands,  in  Fancy’s  faired  hue  ; 

Of  fcenes  perchance  die  tells,  more  heav’nly  bled 
Than  Tempe’s  vale,  or  Leuce’s  fabled  red. 

Where  vernal  flowers  ’mid  Autumn’s  fruitage  blow, 
Where  milky  dreams  and  honied  waters  flow  ; 

Ah,  trufl  her  not ! Yet  flay,  fond  Flatt’rer,  flay. 

For  long  and  fad  lhall  be  the  wand'rer's  way. 

And  fcarce  an  eye,  that  now  fo  brightly  beams, 

Shall  fead  on  Carmel's  palms,  or  Siloa’s  dreams. 
Then  once  again  thy  fairy  vifion  give. 

Pour  warmer  tints,  bid  fredier  colours  live ; 

It  mud  not  be ; before  the  temped  fly 

Hope's  rainbow  hues,  and  darknefs  flirouds  the  fky. 
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What  now  avail  their  days,  with  wonders  bleft, 
Th’  unwalting  fandal  and  unchanging  veft  ? 

What  boots  it  now,  that  Morn’s  ambrolial  dews 
Uncloying  fweets,  angelic  food  diffufe  ? 

That  balmy  Eve,  upon  her  dulky  wings, 

A feather’d  cloud,  a heav'n-fent  banquet  brings  ? 
For,  faint  and  feeble,  on  Rephidim’s  plain, 

Lies,  like  a fcatter'd  fold,  the  finking  train  ; 

While  the  flufh’d  cheek  and  panting  bread  proclaim 
That  fierce  within  them  burns  the  thirfty  flame. 
Around  in  vain  they  caft  th’  imploring  eye, — 

’Tis  all  one  wafte  of  fand,  one  blaze  of  tky  ! 

Oh  how  their  fouls  for  Marah’s  waters  yearn. 

And  alk  the  bitter  draught  they  late  could  fpum  ! 
But  patt  are  Marah’s  ftreams,  and  far  away 
O’er  Elim’s  wells  the  verdant  palm-trees  play  : 

No  more  their  hearts  are  cheer’d  by  Freedom’s  fmile, 
But  many  a warm  figh  fpeeds,  to  where  the  Nile 
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Rolls  its  cool  waves  through  bow’r  or  fertile  plain. 
And  Life  feeras  lovely,  though  it  wear  a chain. 

Rut  mull  they  die  ? Will  He,  their  Guardian  Pow'r, 
Forfake  them  in  affliction's  darkelt  hour  ? 

No  ! He  their  pray’r  hath  heard  ; at  His  command, 
The  mighty  leader  lifts  the  fov  reign  wand  } 
Afionilh'd  Horeb  feels,  at  ev'ry  pore. 

Strange  waters  gufli,  and  fprings  unknown  before  ; 
Swift  o’er  the  lands  the  new-born  currents  glide, 
And  breezes  ffelhen  round  the  rolling  tide. 

In  fudden  terror  fix'd,  and  mute  amaze. 

Doubting  awhile,  th’  exhaultcd  myriads  gaze ; 

Then  burfts  their  rapture  forth  j and  young  and  old, 
Crowd  over  crowd,  like  gathering  furges,  roll'd, 
Prefs  to  the  ltream,  and  fend  to  Heav’n  a cry 
Of  high-rais’d  joy,  of  grateful  ecflafy. 

And  did  thy  fons,  with  more  than  filial  care. 
Their  Father’s  love  in  holieft  mem’ry  bear  ? 
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And  did  no  foul  revolt,  no  deep-dy’d  crime. 

Stain  the  fair  record  of  fucceeding  time  ? 

Ah,  witnefs  Thou,  whofe  zeal  indignant  trod 
Prone  in  the  duft  the  people’s  idol-god  ! 

Ah,  witnefs  Thou,  that  oft,  in  folly  proud. 
Ungrateful  Judah  fpurn'd  the  faith  he  vow’d ; 
Tranfgrefs’d  the  Law  by  matchlefs  wifdom  plann’d. 
And  dar’d  the  wrath  of  Heav’n’s  avenging  hand. 

Not  fuch  your  promife,  falfe,  apoftate  race, 

When  pale  ye  bow’d  at  Sinai’s  trembling  bale  ; 
Shrunk  from  the  trumpet’s  blaft,  and  {hook  with  fear, 
As  more  than  mortal  accents  met  your  ear. 

Why  didft  thou  tremble,  Sinai  ? Why  were  fpread 
Clouds  and  thick  darknefs  round  thy  my  flic  head  ? 
Why  like  a furnace  glow’d  thy  groaning  womb. 

And  lhot  red  volumes  through  th’  inverting  gloom  ? 
Let  him  declare,  who  in  that  dread  abode. 
Tremendous  thought ! held  converle  with  his  God  ! 
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And  fure  no  mortal  voice  was  that,  whofe  found 
Hulli’d  the  big  thunders  pealing  full  around  ; 

No  mortal  voice  was  that,  whofe  mighty  din 
Shook  the  firm  frame,  and  mov'd  the  foul  within : 
No,  from  yon  cloud  eternal  accents  brake. 

And  He,  the  God  of  gods,  Jehovah  fpake ; 

Earth,  feas,  and  ikies  confels'd  th’  almighty  word 
Which  gave  them  birth;  which  mull  again  be  heard. 
When,  like  a vapour,  they  lhall  melt  away — 

Oh  glorious  morn  ! Oh  great,  terrific  day  ! 

Such  as  hath  never  been,  fince  firll,  when  Time 
Through  hymning  orbs  began  his  march  fublime  ; 
Nor  lhall  be  more,  till,  wrapt  in  billowy  fire. 

Worlds  headlong  rulli,  and  Nature’s  felf  expire. 

Yet  tho’  by  God’s  own  voice  the  Law  was  giv'n. 
Grav’d  by  His  hand,  in  charafters  of  Heav’n ; 
Though  Mercy  foul'd,  though  threat’ning  Vengeance 
frown’d. 


THE  ISRAELITES,  kc. 


125 


Jacob’s  falfe  fons  Jehovah’s  pow’r  difown’d  j 
Yet  ftill  His  eye  watch’d  o’er  them,  ftill  He  fpread 
His  guardian  pinions  o’er  His  people’s  head. 

Still  bore  them  on,  till,  in  triumphal  pride. 

Their  facred  banner  wav’d  o’er  Jordan’s  tide. 

And  He,  their  Prieft,  their  Prophet,  and  their  Chief, 
Source  of  their  blifs,  and  folace  of  their  grief. 

Oh  muft  not  He  through  Jordan’s  refluent  wave 
Still  lead  the  hoft,  his  arm  fo  oft  could  fave  ? 

Muft  not  thofe  hands,  which,  heav'nward  rais'd,  made 
wreck 

Of  the  proud  hopes  of  ftubborn  Amalek  ; 

Which  bow’d  pale  Balhan’s  thoufands  in  the  fight. 
And  crulh’d  th’  afpiring  creft  of  Sihon’s  might, 

Muft  not  thofe  hands,  with  vengeance  not  their  own. 
Tear  haughty  Canaan  from  his  guilty  throne  ? 

No,  Meribah  forbids ; yet  Mercy’s  pray’r 
Smooths  the  dark  frown  which  Juftice  feem’d  to  wear. 
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From  Pitgah's  hallow’d  height  the  Seer  Purveys 
Scenes  yet  to  be,  and  deeds  of  future  days  ; 

Sees,  unaflaii’d,  die  firm  and  folid  wall 
Bow  to  the  clanging  war-tnuup’s  fev’nfold  call ; 
Views  federate  monarchs,  trembling  and  difmay’d* 
Bend  to  the  conquering  might  of  Joilnia’s  blade  ; 
And  kindling  marks,  in  triumph’s  happieft  hour, 
Jehovah's  banner  float  from  Salem’s  tow’r. 

But,  gift  diviner  far ! his  raptur'd  eyes 
See  the  true  Prophet,  the  Melliah  rife. 

View  Heav'n  reveal’d,  and,  as  from  feenes  too  bright 
Retiring,  fhrink  into  the  thades  of  night. 

Where,  boaft  of  Ifrael,  is  thy  fecret  tomb  e? 

Did  Earth  receive  thee  to  her  parent  womb  ? 

Did  Seraph-hands  prepare  the  viewlefs  pyre  ? 

Or  didft  thou  mount  unchang'd  on  wings  of  fire  ? 

e Dcut.  xxxiv.  6.  " But  no  man  knoweth  of  his  tomb  to 
“ this  day.” 
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For  many  a tear  o’er  thee  did  Ifrael  fhed. 

And  mourn’d  thy  fpirit,  as  thy  cold  corfe,  dead  j 
Nor  caufelefs  mourn’d,  for  ne’er  their  thoughts  could 
rife 

To  deathlefs  life,  to  worlds  beyond  the  fkies  : 

O it  was  dark  with  them  j to  their  weak  fight 
The  future  all  was  wrapt  in  deepeft  night ; 

Or  trembling  Hope  the  diftant  fcene  dilplay’d 
Dim  as  the  morn’s  grey  dawn,  or  ev’ning’s  lbade. 
But  on  our  view,  bright  beaming  from  afar, 

Breaks  the  bleft  ray  of  Bethlehem’s  Morning  Star, 
While,  purg’d  from  ev’ry  film.  Faith’s  angel  eye 
Mocks  Time’s  thin  veil,  and  leans  Eternity. 

For  Chrift,  our  holier  Paffover,  is  (lain. 

Lamb  without  fpot,  and  pure  from  ev’ry  tfain, 
Pledge  of  that  love,  whofe  might  refifilefs  broke 
Sin’s  fiercer  reign,  and  Satan’s  heavier  yoke  ! 
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And  He  is  prefent  dill — He  ftill  iliall  blei's 
The  thorny  path  of  life’s  rough  wildernels. 

He  Hill  bids  fprings  of  living  water  rife. 

And  heav’nly  food,  with  cealelefs  care,  fupplies. 

And  when  by  Death's  cold  dream  we  trembling  dand, 
The  Stream  which  bars  us  from  our  Promis’d  Land, 
His  voice  dull  calm  our  fears,  His  hand  lhall  guide 
Our  fainting  footdeps  through  that  fiercer  tide. 

And  land  us  lafely  on  our  Canaan’s  diore, 

Where  Toil,  and  Tears,  and  Death  are  known  no 
more. 
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OF  him,  th’  Impoftor,  who,  in  Mecca’s  fane. 

Rear’d  the  dark  throne  of  Falfehood’s  impious  reign; 
Bade  vanquifh’d  Faith  confefs  his  Prophet-nod, 

And  bath’d  in  blood  the  altars  of  his  God ; 

Of  him  my  Song  would  tell  : nor  Ye  the  theme. 
Nymphs  of  Caftalia  ! fcorn,  by  your  fair  ftream 
Though  yet  unheard  ; for  not  more  vaft  his  fway. 
Who  to  Hydafpes  urg’d  his  viftor  way  ; 

From  Weft  to  Eaft  his  rapid  thunders  hurl’d. 

And,  ftill  unfated,  alk’d  another  world. 

Hufh’d  is  the  war ; the  torn  and  trampled  {lain 
Tell  that  the  fight  was  fierce  on  Beder’s  a plain ; 

1 The  fcene  of  Mahomet’s  firft  great  battle. 
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While  Faith’s  dark  banner,  as  a gorgeous  pall. 

In  awful  triumph,  waves  from  Mecca’s  wall. 

And  fee  ! where,  rais’d  above  Medina's  bands. 
High  on  die  fane,  th’  Impoltor- Prophet  Hands  ; 
The  fword  of  Conqueft  flumbers  in  his  fheadi. 

And  twice  two  hundred  Idols  blaze  beneath. 

No  more,  widi  burnifh’d  cafque  and  beamy  lance. 
In  Hem  array,  Mohammed's  hods  advance  ; 

In  die  mean  Ibrahm  b clad,  with  head  and  feet 
All  bare,  and  naked  to  the  blift'ring  heat. 

Like  lions  tam'd,  fedate  in  confcious  pride. 

The  warrior  pilgrims  fwell  the  gath’ring  tide  ; 
And,  ’mid  the  loud-lung  praife,  or  whifper’d  vow. 
In  lowlieft  guife,  before  the  Temple  bow. 

Illuftrious  Fane  ! from  age  to  age  ador'd 
By  defpot  chieftain,  and  by  robber  horde  j 
Pole-ltar  of  pray'r  ! to  thee,  at  early  dawn. 


b The  Ibrahm  is  the  drefs  of  the  pilgrims. 
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Noon-tide,  and  eve.  Faith’s  ardent  eye  is  drawn. 

And  from  each  clime,  where  zeal  for  Iflam  burns, 

Alike  to  thee,  its  hallow’d  centre,  turns  ; 

To  thee  Arabia’s  lovelieft  gems  belong. 

Her  fev’n-ftring’dc  Harp,  her  faireft  flowers  of  fong. 

And  facred  is  thy  dome  5 for  legends  feign, 

Cloud-like,  from  Heav’n  it  fank  on  Mecca’s  plain  j 

And  here,  ’tis  fabled,  Hagar’s  outcaft  child 

Found  peace  and  fafety  from  the  thirfty  wild, 

Drank  of  thy  d well,  by  Mercy’s  Angel  led. 

And  pillow’d  on  thy  e ftone  his  wearied  head. 

Here  too  Mohammed  firft,  by  pow’r,  by  rage 

Unaw’d,  dar’d  ope  the  Koran’s  myftic  page  ; 

And  now,  illuftrious  Fane,  with  heart  elate, 

As  bends  once  more  the  Prophet  at  thy  gate, 

c Alluding  to  the  feven  Arabian  poems  fufpended  in  the' 
Caaba. 

J The  facred  well',  Zemxem. 

* A large  black  ftone,  ufually  ftyled,  “ the  ftone  of  Abra- 
“ ham." 
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Medina’s  lord,  high  thoughts,  though  ill  reprefs’d. 
Yet  mocking  utt' ranee,  bum  within  his  breaft. 

But  when  by  Eve's  pale  planet  Hera’s 1 cell. 

Dear,  cherilh’d  feene,  where  penfive  mulings  dwell. 

Lone  he  revifits,  o’er  his  glowing  foul 

Far  livelier  joys,  far  keener  tranlports  roll ; 

Fond  Mem'ry's  touch  recalls  each  faded  hue. 

And  all  the  pad  comes  milling  on  his  view. 

For,  in  that  cell,  by  that  pale  planet's  light. 

Oft  had  he  watch'd,  in  youth,  the  lleeplefs  night. 
And  there  would  fit  in  folcmn  thought,  and  brood 
O’er  his  firft  woes,  his  orphan  * folitude  ; 

Would  fcan  his  high  defeent,  his  princely  race. 

And  the  long  line  from  fainted  Jlhmael  trace. 

Then,  how  his  foul  would  fwell,  his  bofom  beat, 
How  flulh  his  dark  cheek  with  unwonted  heat, 

( K cavern  at  a (mail  diftance  from  Mecca,  to  which  the 
youthful  Enthufiaft  nightly  retired. 

I Mahomet  was  left  an  orphan  at  a very  early  age. 
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As  Fancy,  with  Ambition’s  phrenfy  warm’d. 

Shapes  dimly  grand,  and  fhadowy  phantoms  form’d  ! 
A new-born  Faith,  a Prophet’s  glorious  name, 
Conqueft,  and  kingly  Pow’r,  and  deathlefs  Fame 
Obfcurely  mingled,  like  a fev’rilh  dream, 

Or  twilight  landfcape — but  the  fober  beam 
Of  riling  Reafon  chas’d  each  wild’ring  lhade. 

And  Fancy  Ihrank  from  what  herfelf  had  made. 

But  Rill  the  ftar  of  Eve,  as  darknefs  fell. 

Saw  the  lone  man  in  Hera’s  fecret  cell : 

Still,  with  new  fires.  Ambition’s  phrenfy  burn’d, 
Still  Fancy’s  fhadowy  lcene  more  flrong  return’d, 
And  ftill  th’  Enthufiaft  drank,  with  greedier  gaze. 
The  dawning  glories  of  fucceeding  days. 

And  well-nigh  deem’d  fome  facred  impulfe  giv’n. 
Some  Angel-vifion  from  according  Heav’n. 

Shapes,  dim  of  late,  by  Hope’s  broad  beam  illum’d, 
A fuller  form,  a bolder  tint  affirm'd  j 
b 4 
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liil  the  vaft  Whole  in  bright  fucccllion  mov’d. 

And  Reafon  doubted,  wonder'd,  and  approv’d. 

But  few  the  fruits  that  crown’d  his  early  toil, 

For  rude  the  clime,  and  l’tubborn  was  die  foil. 

Blind  bigot  Zeal,  with  Pride  of  jealous  mind. 

And  ancient  Faith  in  hodile  league  combin’d  j 
Vain  then  was  Anger’s  direat,  and  Flatt'ry’s  drain, 
And  loft  Perluafion's  honied  breadi  were  vain. 

Yet  burn'd  unquench’d  the  fever  of  his  foul. 

And  Hope  Bill  l'purr'd  him  to  the  glitt’ring  goal. 
Not,  though  (thus  proud  his  vaunt  h)  the  Solar  blaze 
Should  pour  around  him  all  its  coundefs  rays  ; 

Not,  though,  to  check  his  glory’s  high  career. 

The  full-orb’d  Moon  ihould  quit  her  Harry  l'phere ; 
Not,  o’er  his  head  lliould  cradling  Thunders  peal. 
And  yawning  Hell  his  lad  abyls  reveal, 

& “ If  they  Ihould  place  the  fun  on  my  right  hand,  and 
“ the  moon  on  my  loft,  they  Ihould  not  divert  me  from  my 
“ courfe.”  Gibbon's  Rom.  Emp.  vol.  Lx.  p.  ass. 
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Back  would  he  flirink,  but  Bill  right  onward  bear. 
And  draw  new  fire,  new  fury  from  defpair. 

Not  fuch  his  boaft,  when,  thro’  th’  involving  {hade. 
Trembling,  he  fied  before  the  Koreilh  blade ; 

Not  fuch,  when,  fad  in  Thor’s'  dark  cave  reclin’d. 
He  caught  the  moanings  of  the  midnight  wind  ; 
While  Terror  heard,  in  ev’ry  pafiing  breath, 

The  keen  purfuer’s  ftep,  the  found  of  death. 

Exile  of  Mecca  ! in  that  fearful  hour, 

Who  was  thy  fhield,  thy  bulwark,  and  thy  tow’r  ? 
Say,  was  it  he  k,  that  Seraph  fon  of  fire, 

Who  wont  thy  lonely  mufings  to  infpire ; 

Who  bore  thee  thro’  the  night-air’s  drear  expanfe1. 
On  wing  more  rapid  than  a fliot-ftar’s  glance  ; 

* Three  days  and  three  nights  Mahomet  lay  concealed  in 
this  cavern  after  his  flight  from  Mecca. 

k Gabriel,  with  whom  the  Impoftor  pretended  to  hold  fre- 
quent converfe. 

1 This  alludes  to  his  famous  night-journey  to  Heaven. 
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Op'd  to  thy  feet  Heaven  gate,  and  to  thine  eyo 
Bar’d  the  full  blaze  of  cloudlets  Deity  ? 

No — it  was  He,  at  whofe  divine  command, 

Famine  and  Plague  afflict  the  guilty  land  ; 

Whofe  awful  will  th’  unconfcious  winds  perform. 
Who  wings  the  lightning,  and  appoints  the  ltorm  j 
His  heav'nly  counfels,  too  fublime  for  man, 

His  fecret  mind  decreed  thy  lengthen’d  fpan  i 
m He  bade  the  dove  her  faving  labours  ply, 

4 

To  (lay  th’  intruding  foot,  the  fearching  eye  5 
He  hung  with  inledt  web  the  rock-ltone  rpde. 

To  tell  that  all  within  was  folitude  5 
■ Unfeen,  He  fnatch'd  thee  from  th’  unequal  ftrife. 
And  gave  thee  back  to  liberty  and  life. 


Wc  are  told,  that,  when  Mahomet  was  concealed  in  the 
cave  of  Thor,  his  purfuers  were  induced  to  retire,  by  the  fight 
of  a pigeon’s  neft  and  fpider's  web,  whence  they  concluded 
the  place  was  folitary  and  inviolate. 

» He  was  overtaken  by  the  Koreithitc*,  but  cfcaped. 
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Tis  thus,  while  Conqueft  waves  his  crimfon  wing. 

And  proftrate  Mecca  hails  her  Prophet-King, 

As,  oft  through  Hera’s  mountain-cave  he  ftrays. 

Comes  o’er  his  breaft  the  thought  of  other  days  i 

And  it  is  fweet,  ’mid  Vidt’ry’s  fmiles,  to  mufe 

On  Peril  paft,  and  Fortune’s  changeful  hues, 

Sweet,  as  to  weary  mariner  the  roar 

Of  winds  and  waves,  that  he  lhall  tempt  no  more. 

For  now  is  Peril  paft,  and  Toil  and  Dread, 

♦ 

Like  the  thin  cloud  at  fummer  dawn,  are  fled  ; 

And  with  them  Mercy  vaniih’d  j the  rude  found 
Of  Triumph’s  joy  her  parting  accents  drown'd  ; 
Impofture  calls  th’  unneeded  veil  away. 

And  bares  his  front,  unblulhing,  to  the  day  ; 

No  flatt’ry  now  is  his,  no  honied  breath. 

Nought  but  the  ftern  award,  “ Belief  or  Death.” 

Gay  11  lines  the  morn,  and  light  the  funbeams  glance 
From  mail,  and  crefted  helm,  and  quiv’ring  lance ; 
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Loud  clangs  the  tramp  ; with  fhout  and  martial  ftate 
The  anfw’ring  legions  pour  through  Mecca’s  gate  ; 
Part  borne  aloft  on  neighing  deed,  and  part 
On  foot  flow-pacing  ; but  the  fame  full  heart 
Seems  each  to  urge,  as  each,  with  confcious  might, 
Gral'ps  the  (heath 'd  blade,  and,  eager,  pants  for  fight. 
And  fee,  where  tow’rs  the  Prophet-Chief  on  high, 
Strength  nerves  his  arm,  Defiance  lights  his  eye  ! 
With  kindling  foul  he  views  the  length’ning  train. 
And  holds,  in  pride  of  thought,  unbounded  reign  ; 
Theii,  as  the  glowing  feenes  his  bread  inlpire. 

Lifts  his  tall  fpear,  and  pours  the  word  of  fire. 

“ Soldiers  of  God  ! whole  manly  hearts  beat  high, 
“ With  valorous  zeal,  and  ardent  piety; 

" Who  burn  your  Prophet’s  name  abroad  to  fpread, 
" And  deal  Heav’n’s  vengeance  on  th’  unfaithful  head ; 
‘I  Soldiers  of  God,  with  dauntlefs  fouls  advance, 

" Smile  at  the  fabre,  and  defy  the  lance  ! 
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“ Tis  yours,  if,  Team’d  with  many  a hallow’d  fear, 

“ Stem  Azrael  ° fnatch  you  from  the  grafp  of  War, 
“ O’er  Sirat’s  p bridge,  with  lightning-fpeed,  to  fly, 

“ And  fpring  at  once  to  feven-fold  eeftafy.  ' 

“ Yes,  it  is  yours  ’mid  argent  fields  to  ftray, 

“ Space  without  bound,  and  everlafting  day  ; 

“ Gardens  as  Eden  fair,  where  Love  {hall  drew 
“ Frelh  flow’rs,  frelh  fweets,  that  Eden  never  knew ; 
“ For  Beauty,  blooming  in  eternal  charms, 

“ Wooes  warrior  Valour  to  her  virgin  arms  ; 

“ And,  crown'd  with  thornlefs  rofes,  young  Delire 
“ Feeds  Rapture’s  flame  with  never-dying  fire. 

“ There,  while  your  vermeil  1 wounds  atone  each 
“ crime, 

0 Azrael  is  the  Angel  of  Death. 

f A bridge,  which,  according  to  the  Mohametan  faith,  all 
difembodied  fpirits  mull  pafs  in  their  way  either  to  Paradife  or 
Hell  : the  former  fhall  traverfe  it  with  “ lightning-fpeed.” 

S “Their  wounds  fhall  be  refplendent  as  vermilion.”  Gibbon. 
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“ And  add  new  grace  to  Manhood's  goodly  prime, 

" There,  thro'  green  meads  unwearied  (hall  ye  rove, 
“ Breathe  the  dill  frefhnefs  of  the  twilight  grove, 

*c  Or  by  fome  ftreamlet’s  palmy  marge  recline, 

" And  drain,  uncheck'd  r,  rich  juices  of  the  vine, 

" Till  o'er  each  fenfe  delicious  languor  creep, 

“ More  foft,  more  loothing,  than  the  dews  of  Sleep. 

“ Such  is  your  lot,  if  Honour  build  your  tomb ; 

" Not  fo,  if  coward  Bafenefs  feal  your  doom. 

“ What,  'mid  yon  ’ barren  wilds,  tho’  whirlwinds 
" bring 

" Third  and  Defpair  upon  their  fanded  wing ; 

" Yet  heav’nly  are  thofe  wilds  to  Vaults,  where  Pain 
" And  fcorpion  Torments  hold  eternal  reign. 

" There,  wrapt  in  fires,  that  alk  no  feeding  oil, 

r Alluding  to  their  prefent  reftriAion  from  the  ufe  of  wine. 

* The  foldicrs  complained  of  the  heat  of  the  defert ; “ Hell 
" is  much  hotter,”  replied  the  indignant  Prophet,  Gibbon, 
vol.  Lx.  p.  019. 
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" With  fierceft  heat  your  madd’ning  brain  lhall  boil, 
" Till,  parch’d  and  black,  your  flefli,  by  flames  em- 
,c  brac’d, 

“ Shrivel,  like  palm-leaves  on  the  defert  wafte. 

" Nor  think,  one  drop  from  rank  and  ftagnant  pool, 
" One  fmalleft  drop,  your  burning  tongues  lhall  cool; 
" Worlds  fliould  not  buy  it;  but  one  fulph’rous  wave, 
” Unfathom’d  flood,  your  writhing  limbs  lhall  lave4. 
u Then  on  to  fight,  and  Allah  nerve  your  hands  ! 

“ And  lo  ! e’en  now,  methinks,  Angelic  u bands 
“ Hang  o’er  our  foes,  and,  from  the  car  of  flame, 

“ Launch  the  red  bolt,  the  forked  lightnings  aim. 

" Nor  Ihrink  ! for  know,  to  each  th’  Eternal  Mind, 
*'  Excluding  Chance,  his  death-day  hath  aflign’d ; 


4 All  the  preceding  images,  both  of  pleafure  and  pain,  are 
accurately  copied  from  the  Koran. 

u It  is  fabled,  that  at  the  battle  of  Beder  3000  Angels  fup- 
ported  the  troops  of  Mahohiet,  and  that  many  of  thefe  hea- 
venly warriors  conftantly  accompanied  his  army. 
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" Peace  could  not  fhield  from  its  predeftin’d  pow’r, 

“ War's  thoufaud  perils  cannot  hafte  its  hour — 

“ Then  on  to  fight  ! and  be  the  battle-word, 

" Woe  to  the  Proud,  the  Koran  or  the  Sword  !’’ 

Swift  as  th’  eleftric  fliock,  the  fervor  runs 

From  rank  to  rank,  and  burns  thro’  Mecca’s  fons. 

Hope  leads  the  van ; while  prefs  upon  the  rear 

Dithonour  foul,  and  hell-foreboding  Fear  : 

In  ft  ant  each  blade  leaps  willing  from  its  ftieath. 

And  on  they  rulh  to  conqueft  or  to  death. 

Weep,  loft  Arabia,  Land  of  fadnefs,  weep  ! 

Rude  o'er  thy  head  the  ftorms  of  battle  fweep. 

Oft  have  thy  deferts  heard  the  angry  roar 

Of  midnight  tiger,  all  athirft  for  gore  ; 

Oft  have  they  feen  the  Simoom's  purple  blaft 

Shed  Plague,  and  Death,  and  Ruin  as  it  pafs’d ; 

Yet  not  the  Simoom’s  blaft,  nor  Beaft  of  night, 

• 

Rag’d  half  fo  fierce  as  Mecca’s  Fiends  of  fight. 
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Dreadful  they  came ; and,  as  the  torrent  flood 
Rolls  down  its  ftream  huge  rock  and  ancient  wood. 
Till  all,  fave  where  fome  fcatter’d  items  remain. 
Lies  one  wide  wat’ry  fcene,  one  liquid  plain) 

So,  thro’  thy  land,  each  tribe  and  wand’ring  horde 
Sank  trembling  down  before  Mohammed’s  fword. 
And  to  the  Koran’s  ftemer  rule  refign’d 
The  charter’d  birthright  of  a free-born  mind  j 
Save  that  fome  nobler  few,  content  to  roam. 

Their  wealth  the  jav’lin,  and  the  wafte  their  home, 
Dat’d  live,  tho’  poor  yet  proud,  tho’  exil’d  free, 

Or  die,  the  martyr-fons  of  Liberty. 

But,  fated  now  with  blood,  and  bow’d  with  fpoils. 
Shrinks  Mecca’s  Lord  from  War’s  feverer  toils. 

And,  while  his  hell-hounds  track  the  deadly  fcent. 
Sleeps  in  the  rofy  (hade  of  Pleafure’s  tent. 

As  round  him  Beauty’s  varied  blolfoms  rife. 

On  vagrant  wing,  from  flow’r  to  flow’r  he  flies. 
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And  drinks,  as  Chance  or  gniltier  Choice  impels. 
Unhallow’d  waters  from  an  hundred  wells. 

Slave  of  thy  lawtefs  Will's  imperious  reign  ! 

Oil ! hadft  thou  known  to  burft  th’  ignoble  chain  ; 
Hadft  known  to  quench  the  flame  of  wild  Defire, 
And  light  at  Hymen’s  torch  Love’s  charter  fire — 
Atfe&ion's  fmile  had  cheer’d  thy  parting  gloom. 
And  widow’d  Virtue  forrow’d  o’er  thy  tomb  ! 

For  high  the  blifs  that  waits  on  Wedded  Love, 
Bert,  pureft  emblem  of  the  blifs  above  ! 

To  draw  new  raptures  from  another’s  joy  ; 

To  fl.are  each  grief,  and  half  its  lting  deftroy  •, 

Of  one  fond  heart  to  be  the  Slave  and  Lord . 

Blefs  and  be  blefs’d,  adore  and  be  ador'd  ; 

To  own  the  link  of  foul,  the  chain  of  mind, 
Sublimeft  Friendrtiip,  Palfion  mod  refin’d ; 
Partion,  to  life’s  laft  evening-hour  ftill  warm, 

And  Friendrtiip,  brightcft  in  the  darkeft  ftorm — 
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Lives  there,  but  would,  for  bleffings  fo  divine. 

The  crowded  Haram’s  fullen  joys  refign  ! 

But  Bill,  Mohammed,  rove  5 Bill  bid  thy  foul 
Drain  the  foul  dregs  of  Pleafure's  madd’ning  bowl ; 
Still  fwell  thy  pow’r,  with  pride  hill  feed  thy  heart — 
Yet  know,  thy  pow’r,  thy  pride  {hall  foon  depart ! 
For  not  the  Haram’s  joys,  not  Pleafure’s  draught, 
Tho’  to  its  dregs  the  madd’ning  bowl  be  quaff’d  j 
Not  all  th’  ideal  Prophet’s  high  renown. 

The  Vidor’s  laurel,  and  the  Monarch’s  crown. 

Can  the  llow  x venom  check,  whofe  mortal  force 
Hath  thro’  thy  veins,  for  four  long  years,  its  courfe 
Wound  unperceiv’d,  and  gradual,  in  its  way. 

Pal’d  thy  cheek’s  bloom,  and  dimm’d  thine  eye-ball  s 
day. 

Medina,  thou  whofe  guardian  arm  outfpread 
Firft  gave  its  fafety  to  thy  Prophet’s  head  ! 

* Mahomet  died  by  flow  poifon,  adminiftered  to  him  four 
years  previous  to  his  deceafe. 
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Again,  fond  City,  ope  thy  flielt’ring  breaft. 

Again  receive  him  to  thy  feat  of  reft  ! 

But  not,  as  then,  prepar’d  his  brow  to  gem 
With  purple  pomp,  and  kingly  diadem. 

But  his  frail  duft  to  lhroud  ; for  now  his  Sun 
Is  fet  in  Death's  cold  (hade,  his  Race  is  run  ; 

And  O ! may  Darknefs,  deep  as  ancient  night, 
Clofe  o’er  his  name,  and  veil  it  from  the  fight ! 

Vain,  fruitlefs  wilh  ! no  mighty  voice  hath  faid, 

“ Here,  Sea  of  ruin,  fhall  thy  waves  be  flay’d 
But  ftill  they  roll  refiftlefsj  on  the  tide 
Enfanguin’d  Zeal  and  gaunt  Ambition  ride, 
Byzantium  finks  o’erwhelm’d,  and  fades  away 
The  laft  faint  beam  of  Latium’s  brighter  day. 

While  Rome’s r proud  Eagle,  he,  whofe  pinions  wav’d 
O’er  Libya's  ftrand,  and  Thule’s  tempeft  brav'd, 

Y Alluding  to  the  removal  of  the  feat  of  empire  from  Rome 
to  Conftantinople,  and  the  fubfequent  conqueft  of  that  city  by 
the  votaries  of  Mahomet. 
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With  flagging  wing,  and  creft  to  earth  bow’d  low. 
Indignant  dies  beneath  a Modem’s  blow. 

Alas  for  Paleftine  ! her  palmy  vale. 

Her  grove  of  nard  that  fcented  ev’ry  gale. 

Her  corn-lands  thick  with  Iheaves,  her  cryftal  rills. 
Her  flocks  that  feed  upon  a thoufand  hills. 

Her  Faith — than  flocks,  and  groves,  and  vales  more 
dear — 

All  own  the  triumphs  of  Medina’s  fpear. 

For  Afric  weep ! her  rich  and  radiant  flore. 

From  Ophir  rifled,  gem  and  golden  ore  ; 

Her  ravag’d  lands,  that  erft  fo  beauteous  fmil’d. 

From  Nile’s  fair  bank  to  Niger’s  margin  wild  j 
Her  Sons,  immers’d  in  Slav’ry’s  darkeft  night. 

All  tell  the  ruffian  Modem’s  conqu’ring  might. 

But  oh  ! if  yet  the  tide  of  fong  may  flow 
In  fadder  flream,  and  murmur  deeper  woe } 

If  yet  one  tear  be  warm  in  Pity’s  urn — 

That  tear,  that  fong,  to  wafted  India  turn  ! 
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For  lhe  was  happy  once  ; her  citron  groves 
Sigh’d  to  the  whifpers  of  the  pureft  loves  ; 

Her  proud  Pagodas,  in  the  Firft  of  time. 

Saw  Science  born,  and  wondrous  Lore  fublime ; 
Lovely,  Die  flept  in  Calhmere’s  fairy  l>ow'rs, 

Or  fat  entltron’d  on  Delhi's  ftrength  of  tow’rs. 

How  chang'd  the  l'cenc  ! pale  Hymen's  altar  lulls; 
Th'  impure  Seraglio  rears  its  prilon- walls ; 

Steals  o’er  the  foul  the  Koran's  chilling  gloom, 

And  Science  weftward  bends  her  parting  plume. 

But  Time  fpeeds  on;  and  tho’  th’ Impoftor’s  pow’r 
Fiercely  hath  rag'd  its  dark  and  dreadful  hour  ; 

Tho'  rude  o’er  Afric’s  lands  the  whirlwind  pals’d, 
And  Alia  rock’d  beneath  the  rolling  blaft — 

Yet  Hope,  foft-fmiling,  lifts  her  Seraph  form. 

And  points  to  fun-bright  days,  beyond  the  Bonn ! 
Hail,  fun-bright  days  ! — more  fair,  than  was,  of 
old, 

Saturnian  age,  by  fabling  Fancy  told — 
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Hail,  lun-bright  days  ! bring  on  your  radiant  train. 
Peace,  Mercy,  Love,  refume  your  halcyon  reign  ; 

Bid  ancient  Lore,  and  claflic  Tafte  refin’d, 

Raife  the  low  thought,  and  harmonize  the  mind  ; 
While  heav’n-born  Truth,  (tho’  dimm’d,  forbid  to 
fade,) 

With  beam,  more  ftrong  from  Error's  trarrfient  fliade. 
Breaks  forth  unclouded,  and  on  Mecca’s  night 
Pours  the  full  flood  of  everlalting  light. 
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